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oy is very ſurpriſing that the Letters of Abelard 

and Heloiſe have not ſooner appeared in En- 
glich, ſince it is generally allowed by all who have 
f-en them in other languages, that they are writ- 
ten with the greateſt paſſion of any in this kind 
which are extant; and it is certain, that the 
« Letters from a Nun to a Cavalier,“ which have 
fo long been known and admired ameng vs, are 
in all teſhects inferior to them. Whatever thoſe 
were, theſe are known to he genuine pieces, ocea- 
fioned by an amour which had very extraordinary 
conſequences, and made a great noiſe at the t:me 
when it happened, being between two of the molt 
diſtinguiſbed perſons of that age. 

7 heie Letters therefore heing truly written by 
the perſons themſelves, wheie names they bear, 
and-who were both remarkable for their genius 
and learning, as well as by a moſt ex ravagant 
paſſion for each other, are every where full of ſen- 
timents of the heart, (which are not to be imi- 
tated in a feigned ſtory) and touches of. nature 
much more moving than any which could flow 
from the pen of a wiiter of novels, or enter into 
the imagination of any who had not felt the like 
emotions and diſtreſſes. 

They were originally written in Lath, and are 
extant in a collection of the Works of Abelard, 
printed at Paris an the year 1616. With what 
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elegance and beauty of ſtile they were written in 
that language, will ſufficiently appear to the learn» 
ed reader, even by thoſe few citations which are 
ſetrat the bottom of the page in ſome places of the 
following H'ſtory, But the book here mentioned 
conſiſting chicfly of ſchool divinity, and of the 
learning of thoſe times, and therefore being rare- 
ly to be met with but in public libraries, and in 
the hands of ſome learned men, the Letters of 
Abelard and Heloiſe are much more known by a 
tranſlation, or rather paraphraſe of them in French, 
firſt publiſhed at the Hague in 1693, and which 
* afterwards received ſeveral other more complete 
editions. This tranſlation is much applauded, 
but who was the author of it is not certainly 
- known. Monſieur Bayle ſays, he had been in- 
formed it was done by a woman; and perhaps he 
thought no one beſides could have entered fo tho- 
Toughly into the paſſion and tenderneſs of ſuch 
writings, for which that ſex ſeems to have a more 
natural diſpoſition than the other. This may be 
_ Judged by the Letters themſelves, among which 
thoſe of Heloiſe are the molt tender aud moving, 
and the maſter ſeems in this particular to have been 
excelled by the ſcholar. - 

In ſome of the later editions in French, there 
has been prefixed to the Letters an hiſtorical 
account of Abelard and Heloiſe, This is chiefly 

extracted from the Preface of the Editor of 
Abelard's Works in Latin, and from the Cri- 
rical Dictionary of Monſieur Bayle, who has 
put together, under ſeveral articles, all the par- 

1 iculars he was able to collect concerning th 
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two famous perſons : and though the fixſt Letter 
of Abelard to Philintus, in which he relates his 


own ſtory, may ſeem to have rendered this ac- 


count in part unneceſſary ; yet the reader will 
not be diſpleaſed to fee the thread of the relation 
intire, and continned to the death of the perfons 
whole misfortunes had made their lives ſo very 
remarkable. 

It is indeed impoſſible to be unmoved at the 
ſurprizing and multiplied afflictions and perſecu- 
tions which befel a man of Abelard's fine ge- 
nius, when we ſee them To feelingly deſcribed by 
his own hand. Many of theſe were owing to the 
melice of ſuch as were his enemies on the account 
of his ſuperior learning and merit ; yet the great 
calamities of his life took their riſe from his un- 
happy indulgence of a criminal paſſion, and giv- 
ing himſelf a looſe to unwarrantable pleaſures. 
Atter this he was 1 involved in ſorrow 
and diſtreſs, and in vain ſought for eaſe and quiet in 
a monaſtick life. The Letters between him and his 
beloved Heloiſe were not written till long after 
their marriage and ſeparation, and when each of 
them was dedicated to a' life of religion. Ac- 
cordingly we find in them ſurprizing mixtures of 
devotion and tenderneſs, of penitence and remain- 
ing frailty, and a. lively picture of human na- 
ture in its coutrarieties of paſſion and reaſon, its 
infirmities and its ſufferings. 5 
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ABELARD and HELOISE; 


ETER ABELARD was born in the 
village of Palais, in Britany. He lived in 
the twelfth Century, in the reigns of Lewis the 
Groſs, and Lewis the Young. His father's name 
was Beranger, a gentleman of a conſideyable and 
wealthy family. He took care to give his chil- 
dren a liberal and pious education; efpecially his 
eldeſt ſon Peter, on whom he endeavoured to de- 
Row all poſſible improvements, becauſe there ap- 
peared in him an extraordinary vivacity of Mit, 
joined with ſweetneſa of temper, and all nnagina«- * 
ble preſages of a great man. 9 
hen he had made ſome advancement in learn 
ing, he grew ſo fond of his books, that, leſt affairs 
of the world might interrupt his proficiency in 
them, he quitted his birthright to his Jonger 
brother, and applied himſelf entirely to the | 
of philoſophy and — | 


Of 
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| r his patron Champeaux, and turned 
monk too. 


The diſpute now lay wholly between Abelard 
and Champeaux, who renewed it with 


warmth on both ſides : but the ſenior had not 


the beſt pn't, While it was depending, Abelard 
was obliged to viſit his father and mother, who, 
according to the faſhion of thoſe times, had reſol. 
ved to forſake the world, and retire into convents; 
in order to devote themſelves more ſeriouſly tg 
the care of their ſalvation, 

Having aſſiſted at the admiſſion of his parents 
into their reſpective monaſteries, and receiveq 
their bleſſing, he returned to Paris, where, du. 
ring his ablence, his rival had been promoted to 
the biſhoprick of Chalons. And vow being in a 
condition to quit his ſchool without any ſuſpicion 
of flying from his enemy, he refolyed to apply 
himſelf wholly to divinity. N 
. To this end he removed to Laon, where one 
Anſelm read divinity-lectures with good reputa- 
tion, But Abelard was fo little fatisfied with 
the old man's abilities, who, as be ſays, nad a 
very mean genius, and a great fluency of wordy 
without ſenſe, that he took a reſolution for the 
future, to hear no other maſter than the holy 
ſcriptures, A good reſolution! if a man take 
the ſpirit of God for his guide, and be more con- 
cerned to diſtinguiſh truth from falſhood, than to 
confirm himſelt in thoſe principles into which his 
own fancy or cemplexion, or the prejudices of his 
birth and education have inſenſibly led him. 

Abelard, together with the holy ſcriptures, 
read the ancient fathers and doctors of the church; 
m which he ſpent whole days and nights, and 
profited ſo well, that inſtead of returning to Ang 
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ſelm's led ures, he took up the ſame employment, 

and began to expound the prophet Ezekiel to 

ſome of his fellow-pupils. He performed his port 

ſo agreeably, and in fo eaſy a method, that he ſoon 
a croud of auditors. 

The jealous Anfelm could not bear this ; he 
quickly found means to get the new lecturer ſi- 
lenced. Upon this Abelard removed to Paris 
once more, where he proceeded with his publick 
expoſition on Ezekiel, and ſoon acquired the ſame 
reputation for His divinity, he had before gained 
ſor his philoſophy, His eloquence and learning 
procured him an incredible number of ſcholars 
from all parts; ſo that if he had minded ſaving of 
money, he might have. grown rich with eaſe in a 
ſhort tine. And happy it had been for him, if, 
among all the enemies his learning expoſed him to 
he had guarded his heart againſt the charms o 
love, But alas! the greateſt doctors are not al- 
ways the.wiſ-t men; as appears from examples 
in every age; but from none mare remarkably 
than that of this learned man, whoſe ſtory I am 
now going to tell you, | 

Abelard, beſides his uncommon merits as a 
ſcholar, had all the accompliſhments of a gentle- 
man. He had a greatneſs of ſoul which nothing 
could ſhock, his paſſions were delicate, his judg- 
ment ſolid, and his taſte exquiſite, He was of a 
graceful perſon, and carried himſelf with the air“ 
of a man of quality. His converſation was 
ſweet, complaiſant, eaſy, and gentleman-like. It 
ſcemed as tho” nature had deſigned him for a more 
elevated employment than that of teaching the 
ſciences, He looked upon riches and grandeur 
with contempt, and had no higher ambition than 
te make lis name famous among learned men 
l, B 3 | / and 
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and to be reputed the greateſt doctor of his age: 
but he we! Cs, nad all his philoſophy 
could not guard him from the attacks of love. 
For ſome time indeed, he had defended himſelf 
againſt this paſſion pretty well, when the tempta, 
tion was but-ſlight z but upon a more intimate 
familiarity with agreeable objects, he found his 
reaſon fail him: yet, in reſpect to his wiſdom, he 
thought of compounding the matter, and reſolved 
at firſt, that love and philoſophy ſhould dwell to- 

her in the ſame breaſt, He intended only to 


Jet out his heart tp the former, and that but for a 


little while; never conſidering that love is a great 
ruiner of projects; and that when it has once got 
a — in a heart, it is eaſy to poſſeſs itſelf of the 
Whole. | 
He was now in the ſeyen or eight and twentieth 
e of his age, when he thought himlelf complete 
y happy in all reſpects, excepting that he wanted 
2 miitrels. He conſidered therefore of making a 
choice, but ſuch an one as might be molt ſuitable 
to his notions, and the deſign he had of paſſing 
agreeably thoſe hours he did not employ in his 
ſtudy. He had ſeveral ladies in his eye, to whom, 
as he ſays in one of his letters, he could eafily have 


recommended himſelf, For you mult underitand, 


that beſides his qualifications mentioned before, 
he had a vein of poetry, and made abundance of 
little eaſy ſongs, which he would ſing with all the 
advantage ot a gallant air and pleaſant voice, 
But tho he was cut out for a lover, he was not 
over-haſty in determining his choice. He was 
not of a humour to be pleaſed with the wanton or 
forward; he ſcorned eaſy pleaſures, and ſought 
to encounter with difficulties and impediments, 
that he might conquer with the greater glory. In, 
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ſhort, he had not yet ſeen the woman he was to © 
love. 2 9 | 8 

Not far from the place where Abelard read his 
lectures lived one Doctor Fulbert, a Canon of the 
church of Notre Dame. This Canon had a niece 
named Heloiſe in his houſe, whom he educated 
with great care and affection. Some writers 
ſay *, that ſhe was the good man's natural daugh- 
ter ; but that, 2 a publick ſcandal, he gave 
out that ſhe was his niece, by his ſiſter, who upon 
her death=-bed had charged him with her educa- 
tion, But though it was well known in thoſe 
times, as well as ſince, that the niece of an eccle- 
ſaſtick is ſometimes more nearly related to him, 
yet of this damſel's birth and parentage w: have 
nothing very certain. There is reaſon to think, 
from one of her letters to Abelard, that ſhe came 
of a mean family; for ſhe owns that great honour 
was done to her fide by this alliance, and that he 
had married much below himſelf, So that what 


Francis d' Amboiſe ſays, that ſhe was of the name 


and family of Montmorency, has no manner 
of foundation; It is very probable ſhe was really 
and truly Fulbert's niece, as he affigmed her to be. 
Whatever ſhe was for birth, ſhe was a very en- 
gaging woman; and if ſhe was not a perfect beau- 
ty, ſhe appeared ſuch at leaſt in Abelard's eyes. Her 
rſon was well proportioned, her features regu- 
ar, her eyes ſparkling, her lips vermilion and well . 
formed, her complexion, animated, her air fine, 
and her aſpect ſweet and agreeable, She had a 
ſorprifing quickneſs of wit, an incredible memo- 


* Papyr. Maſſa, Anal. i. 3. Foannei Canonicus Pa- 
riſmus Heloyſiam naturaiam frliam babebat prefians in- 


tenio, formaques 
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iſuments 


with humility; and all theſe accomp | 
were attended with ſomething ſo graceful and mo- 


ving; that it was impoſſible for thoſe who kept 


her company not to be in love with her. 

As ſoon as Abelard had ſeen her and converſed 
with her, the charms of her wit and beauty made 
ſuch an impreſſion upon his heart, that he preſent- 
ly. conceived a moſt violent paſſion for her, and 
zefolved to make it his whole endenvour to win 
her affections. And now he that formerly quit- 
ted his patrimony to purſue his ſtudies, laid aſide 
all other engagements to attend his new paſſion, 

In vain did philoſophy and reafon importune 
him to feturn; he was deaf to their call, and 
thought of nothing but how to enjoy the ſight and 
company of his dear Heloiſe. And he ſoon met 


with the Juckieſt opportunity in the world. Ful- 


bert, who had the greateſt affection imaginable 
for his niece, finding her to have a good ſhare of 
natural wit, and a particular geniys for learning, 
thought himſelf obliged to improve the talents 
which naturę had fo liberally bettowed upon her, 
He had already put her to learn ſeveral languages, 
which ſhe quickly came to underſtand fo well 
that hex fame began to ſpread itſelf abroad, and 
the wit and Jearning of Heloiſe was every where 
— of. And tho! her uncle for his own 

are was no great ſcholar, he was very ſolicitous 
that his niece ſhould have all poſſible improves 
ments. He waywilling therefore ſhe ſhould have 

maſter's to inſtroc her in what ſhe had a mind to 
| learn; but he loved his money; and this kept hun 
| from providing for her education ſo well as ſhe 


. ! * - ö 8 f 
| | Abelard, who knew Heloiſc's inclinations, 2 
ae voy ; | - 
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the temper of ker uncle, thought this an * noe 
— ready 


nity favourable to his deſign. He was 

well acquainted with Fuldert, as being his brother 
Canon in the ſame church; and he obſerved how 
fond the other was of his friendſhip, and what 
an honour he eſteemed it to be intimate with a 
perſon of his reputation. He therefore told him 
ene day in familiarity, that he was at a loſs for 
ſome houſe to board in: And it you could find 
room for me, ſaid he, in your's, I leave it to you 
to name the terms. ; 

The good man immediately conſidering, that 
by this means he ſhould provide an able matter 
for his niece, who inſtead of taking money of him 
oftered to pay him well for bis board, embraced 
his propoſal with all the joy imaginable, gave him 
2 thouſand careff-s, and deſired he would conſi- 
der him for the future as one ambitious of the 
ſtricteſt friendſhip with him, 

What an unſpeakable joy was this tothe amorous 
Abelard ! to conſider that he was going to live 
with her, who was the only object of his defires ! 
that he ſhouid have the opportunity of ſeeing and 
converſing with her every day, and of acquainting 
her with his paſſion ! However, he concealed h.s 
joy at preſent, left he ſhould make his intentions 
ſuſpegted. We told you before how liberal nature 
bad! been to our lover, in making his perſon eve 
way —_ {o that he flattered himſelf that it +. 
was almoſt impoſſible “ that any woman ſhould 
reject his addieſſes. Perhaps he was miſtaken: 


* Tantj quipps tung minis eram et juventulis et 
forma grata praeminebam, ut quamcunque faminarum 
vi- diguarer amore aullam vererer repuiſan. 1 Epiſt. 
Abel. p. 10. c 1 © 
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the ſex has vamety of humours, However, con. 
ſider him as a philoſopher who - had hitherto lived 
in ſtrict chaſtity “, he certainly reaſoned well in 
the duſineſs of love, when he concluded that Heo. 
life would be an eaſier conqueſt to him than 
others, becauſe her learning gave him an opportu- 
nity of eſtabliſhing a correſpondence by letters, 


in which he * t diſcover his on witch 


greater freedom than he durſt preſume to uſe in 
converſat ion. "2 
Some time after the Canon had taken Abelard 
into his houſe, -as they were diſcourſing one day 
about things ſomewhat above Fulbert's capacity, 
the latter turned the diſcourſe inſenſibly to the 


of the excellency of her wit, and how ſtrong a 
2 ſne had 40 improve in learning; and 
wit 

take the pains to inſtru her. Abelard pretended 
to be ſurpriſed at a propoſal of this nature. He 
told him that learning was not the proper buſineſs 
of women; that ſuch inclinations in them had 
more of humour or curioſity, than a ſolid defire 
of knowledge; and could hardly paſs, among ei - 
ther the learned or ignorant, without drawing 
upon them the imputation of conceit and · affecta· 
tion. Fulbert anſwered, that this was very true 
of women of common capacities; but he hoped 


when he had diſcourſed with his niece, and found 


what progreſs ſhe had made already, and what a ca- 
pacity ſhe had for learning, be would be of another 
opinion, Abelard aſſured him, he was ready to do 
all he could. for her improvement, and if the was 


-- 


# Fraeng libidiai cæpi laxart, qui antea viveram | 


not 


good qualities of his niece: he informed Abelard 


al made it his earneſt requeſt, that he would 
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not like other women, who hate to learn any thing 
beyond their needle, he would ſpare for no pains 
to make Heloiſe anſwer the hopes which her uncle 
had concenggd of her. | 

The Canon was tranſported with the civility of 
the young Doctor; he returned him thanks, and 
proteſted he could not-do him a more acceptable 
ſervice than to aſſiſt his niece in her endeavours to 
learn ; he therefore entreated him once more, to ſet 
apart ſome of his time, which he did not employ 
in publick, for this purpoſe : and (as if he had 
known his deſigned intrigue, and was willing to 
promote it) he committed her entirely to his care, 
and begged of him to treat her with the authority 
of a maſter; not only to chide her, but even to cor- 
rect her whenever ſhe was guilty of any neglect or 
diſobedience to his commands. 

Fulbert, in this, ſhewed a ſimplicity without ex- 
ample ; but the affection which he had for his niece 
was ſo blind, and Abelard had ſo well eſtabliſhed 
his reputation for wiſdom, that the uncle never 
crupled in the leaſt to truſt them together, and 
ought he had all the ſecurity in the world for 
heir virtue, Abelard, you may be ſure, made 
uſe of the freedom which was given him. He ſaw 
his beautiful creature every hour, he ſet her leſſons 
very day, and was extremely pleaſed to ſee what 
proficiency ſhe made. Heloiſe, for her part, was 
0 taken with her maſter, that ſhe liked nothing 
o well as what ſhe learned from him; and the 

aſter was charmed with that quickneſs of appre- 
iengon with which his ſcholar learned the moſt 
lifficult leſſons. But he did not intend to ftop 
ere, He knew ſo well how to inſinuate into the 
affections of this young perſon, he gave her ſuch 
lain intimations of what was in his heart, and 

ſpoke 
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ſpoke ſo agreeably of the paſſion which he had e. 
(oped tor — that he nad the ſatis faction of x 
ſceing himſelf well underſtood. It is no diſſicut at 
matter to make a girl of eighteen in love; aud 
Abelard, having ſo much wit and agreeable hu- 


mour, muſt needs make a much greater progrely 


rt 
in 
in her affections, than the did in the leſſons v 
which he taught her : fo that in a ſhort time the Wl { 
tell ſo much in love with him, that the could de- tc 
ny him nothing. b 

Fulbert had a country-houſe at Corbeil, u c 
which the lovers often reſorted, under pretence Ml [3 
of applying themſelves more cloſely to their ftu. Wh v 
dies: there they converſed free.y, and gave © 


' themſelves up entirely to the pleaſures of a mu- 


tual paſſion. They took advantage of that pri- * 
vacy which ſtudy. and contemplation require, t 


without ſubjecting themſelves to the cenſure WM K 


thoſe who obſerved it. |; en 

In this retirement, Abe lard owns that mo f 
time was employed in ſoft careſſes, than in lec- e 
tures of philoſophy. Sometimes he pretended to u 
uſe the ſeverity of a maſter ; and the better to la 
deceive ſuch as might be ſpies upon them, he © 
exclaimed , againft Heloiſe, aud reproached her W © 
for her negligence. But how different were his be 
menaces from thoſe which are inſpired by an- b 

r! | | 
—ů did two lovers give a greater looſe to 
their delights than did theſe two for five or fi © 
months; they lived in all the endearments which WO © 
could enter into the hearts of young beginners, WW *' 
This is Abelard's own account of the matter. e 
He compares himſelf to ſuch as have been long ! 
kept in a ſtarving condition, and at laſt are 
brought to a fealt, A grave aud ſtudious man 
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exceeds a. debauché in his enjcyments of a wo- 
man whom he loves, and by whom he 1s paſſion- 
ately beloved. 3 * 
Abelard being thus enchanted with the ca- 
reſſes of his miſtreſs, neglect: d all his ſerious and 
important atfaus. His performances in public 
were wretched. . His ſcholars perceived it, and 
fon gueſſed the reaſon. His, head was turned 
to nothing but amo'ous verſes. His ſchool was 
his averſion, and he ſpent as little time in it as he 
could. As for his lectures, they were common- 
ly the old ones ſcrred up again, The night was 
wholly loſt from bis ſtudies ; and his leifure was 
employed in writing fougs, nich were diſperſed 
u- WJ ard fung in divers provinces of France many 
j- WT years after. In ſhort, our lovers, who were in 
their own opinion the happielt pair in the world, 
of WI kept fo little guard, that their amours were 
every where taiked of, and all the world ſaw 
re MW pleinly chat the ſciences were not alwavs the ſub- 
c- WT ject of their converſation. Only honeſt Fulbert, 
o under whoſe noi all this was done, was the 


er and if any body went about to tell him of it, 
us be was piepoſſeſled with ſo good an opinion of 


nothing againſt nem. 
to ut at lam fo many diſcoverics were daily made 
ix him, that he could not help believing ſome- 
< MW ung; be thereivie reſolved to ſcparate them, 
„and by that means prevent the ill contequences 
of cheir too great familiarity however, he thought 
18 it beſt to conyſct them himſelf, betore he pro- 
re WF ceded farther; and therefore watched them to. 
he had one _ an Cpportunity of 


- 
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receiving ocular ſatisfaction that the reports he 


- unite their hearts more firmly; they were but 


" 
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had heard were true. In ſhort, he ſurprixed 5 
them together. And though he was natuzally 6 
cholerick, yet he appeared ſo moderate on this 6 


occaſion, as to leave them under diſmal apprehen- 
hons of ſomething worſe to come after. The 
reſult was, that they muſt be parted. 

Who can exprefs the torment our lovers felt 
upon this ſeparation ! however, it ſerved only to 


the more eager to ſee one another. Difficulties 
encreaſed their deſires, and put them upon any 
attempts, without regarding what might be de 
conſequence. Abelard, finding it impoſſiblæ to 
live w thout his dear Heloiſe, endeavoured to 
ſettle a correſpondence with her by her maid 
Agaton, who was a handſome brown girl, well. 
ſhaped, and likely enough to have pleated a man 
who was not otherwiſe engaged. But what a 
ſurprize was it to our Doctor, to find this girl re- 
tuſe his money, and in recompence of the ſer- 
vices ſhe was to do him with her miſtrefs, de- 
manded no leſs a reward than bis heart, ard 
making him at once a plain declaration of love! 
Abelard, who could love none but Heloiſe, turn- 
ed from her abruptly, without antwering a 
word. But a rejected woman is a dangerous 
creature. Agaton knew well how to revenge 
the affront put upon her, and failed not to ac- 
quaint Fulbert with Abelard's offers to her, 
without faying a word how ſhe had been diſob- 
liged. Fulbert thought it was time to look about 
him. He thanked the maid for her care, and 
entered into meaſnres with her, how to, keep 
Abelard from viſiting his nicce, 2 


-- 


* 
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The Doctor was now more perplexed than 
ever; he had no way left but to apply himſelf to 
Heloiſe's ſinging-maſter : and the gold which 
the maid refuſed, prevailed with. him. By this 
means Abelard conveyed a letter to Heloiſe 3 in 
which he acquainted her that he intended to come 
and ſee her at night, and that the way he had 
contrived was over the garden-wall by the help * 
of a ladder of cords. This project ſucceeded, 
and brought them together. After the firſt 
tranſports of this ſhort interview, Heloiſe, Who 
had found ſome more than ordinary ſymptoms 
within her, acquainted her lover. with it, She 
bad informed him of it before by a letter ; and 
now having this opportunity to conſult about it, 
they agreed that ſhe ſhould go to a ſiſter of his in 
Britany, at whoſe houſe ſhe might. be privately 
brought to bed. But before they parted, he en- 
dcavoured to comfort her, and make her eaſy in 
this diſtreſs, by giving her affurances of marri- 
age. When Heloiſe heard this propoſal ſhe pe- 
remptorily rejected it, and gave ſuch reaſous“ for 
her refuſal, as left Abelard in the greateſt aſto- 
niſhment. 

Indeed a refuſal of this nature is fo extracrdi- 
nary a thing, that perhaps another inſtance of it 
is not to be found in hiſtory. I perſuade myfclf 
therefore, that I ſhall pot offend my reader, it I 
make ſome few remarks upon it. It often hap- 
pens that the paſſion of love ſtifles or over-rules 
the rebukes of conſcience z but it is unuſual for 
it to extinguiſh the ſenſibility of honour. I 
don't ſpeak of perſons of a mean birth and no 
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education; but for others, all young women, 
I ſuppoſe, that engage in love intrigues, flattef 
themſelves with one of theſe views ; either they 
hope they ſhall- not prove with child, or they 
ſhall conceal it from the world, or they ſhall get 
themſelves married. As for ſuch as reſolve to 
deſtroy the fruit of their amours, there are but 
few fo void of all natural afﬀfe&ticn, as to be ca- 
pable of this utmoſt degree of barharity. Hows 
ever, this ſhews — that if love tyrannizes 
ſometimes, it is ſuch a tyrant as leaves honour 
in N of its rights, But Heloiſe had a 

aſſion ſo ſtrong, that ſhe was not at all con- 
cerned for her honour or reputation. She was 
overjoyed to find herſelf with child, and yet ſhe 
did nher utmoſt not to be married. Never ſure 


was ſo odd an example as theſe two thi 
made, when put together. The firſt was very 


extraordinary; and how many young women in 
the world would rather be married to à diſagree- 
able huſband, than live in a Rate of reproach! 
They know the remedy is bad enongh, and will 
coft them dear; but what fignifies that, ſo long 
as the name of Huſband hides the flaws'made in 
their honour ! But as for Heloiſe, ſhe was not ſo 
nice in this point. An exceſs of paſſion never 
heard of before, made her chuſe to be Abelard's 


miſtreſs rather than his wife. We ſhall ſee, in 


the courſe of this Hiſtory, how firm ſhe was in 
this reſolution, with what arguments the fu 
ported it, and how earneſtly the perſuaded her 
gallant to be of the fame mind, 

© Abtlard, who was willing to loſe no time, leſt 
his dear Heloiſe ſhould fall into her uncle's hands, 
diſguiſed her in the habit of a nun, and ſent her 
away with the greateſt diſpatch, hoping, that af. 
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ter ſhe was brought to hed, he ſhould have more 


: kifure to perſuade her to marriage, by which 


they might ſcreen themſelves from the reproach 
which muſt otherwiſe come upon them, as Con 


as ihe bulineſs ſhould be publickly known. 


As ſoon as Heloiſe was ſet forward on her 
journey, Abelard reſolved to make Fulbert a 
viſit in order to appeaſe him, if poſſible, and pre- 
vent the ill eſfects of his juſt indignation. 

The news that Heloiſe was privately with- 


drawn, ſoon made a great noiſe in the neighbour- 


hood; and reaching Fulbert's ears, filled him 
with grief and melancholy, Beudes that be 
had a very tender affection for his niece, and 


- Could} not live without her, he had the utmoit re- 


. 
-- 


ſentment of the affront which Abe lard had put 
upon him, by abu.:ng the freedom he had allowed 


him. This fired him with ſuch implacable ſu- 


Ty, as in the cud ſell heavy upon our poor lo- 
vers, and had very dreadtul conſequences. 
When Fulbert faw Abelard, and heard from 


bim tlie reafon why Heloile was withdrawn, ne- 


rer was man in ſuch a peſon, He abandoned 


 himſelf.to the utmoſt tranſitions of rage, def. 


pair, and thirſt of revenge. All the affronts, re- 


, proaches, and menaces that could be thought of 


were heaped upon Abelard ; who was, poor man, 


very peſiive, and ready to make the Canon ali the 


tatistaction be was able. He gave him leave e 


ay what he pleaſed; and when he ſaw that he 


had tired himſelf wit exclaimiag, be took vp 

the diſcourſe, and ingernouſly conlelt his crime. 

Then he bad recourte to all the prayers, ful). 

miſſions, and promites he could invent; and 

beggrd of hiin to conũdder the force ot love, aud 

vital jens ilus ant has given to the greatylt 
C 3 


18 THE HISTORY OF 


men: that the occaſion of the preſent misfot- 
tune was, the moſt violent paſſion that ever was; 
that this paſſion continued ſtill; and that he was 
ready to give both him and his nicce all; the ſa- 
tisfaction which this ſort of injury required, 
Will you marry her then? ſaid Fulbert, inter. 
rupting him, Yes, replied Abelard, ir you 
pleaſe, and ſhe will conſent. If I pleaſe ! taid 
the Canon, pauſing a little; if ſhe will conſent! 
And do you queſtion either? Upon this he was 
going to offer him his reaſons, after his halty 
way, why they ſhould be married: but Abelard 
entreated him to ſyppreſs his paſſion a while, and 
hear what he had to offer :. which was, that their 
marriage might for ſome time be Kept ſecret, 
No, ſays the Canon; the diſhcnour you have 
done my niece is publick, and the reparativn you 


make her ſhall be ſo too, But Abelard told him, 
that ſince they wete to be one family, he hoped 
he would conſider his intereſt as his own. At 


laſt, after a great many entreaties, Fulbert ſeem- 
ed content jt ſhould be 2s Abelard defired. that 
he ſhould marry Heloiſe after ſhe was brought 
to bed, and that in the mean time the butinels 
ſhould be kept ſecret. g 

Abelard, having given his ſcholars a vacation, 
returned into Britany, to vißt his defigned 
ſpouſe, and to acquaint her with what had 
paſſed, | She was not at all concerned at her un- 


cle's difpleaſure ; but that which troubled her 


was, the reſolution 3 ſhe. ſaw her laver had 
taken to marry -her. She endeavoured to dil- 
ſuade him from it with all the arguments ſhe 
could think of. She begun with repreſenting to 


*him the wrong hedid himſelf in thinking of mar- 


riage ;. that as ſhe never loved him but for his 
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own fake, ſhe preferred his glory, reputation, 


and intereſt before her own. I know my un- 
cle, {aid ſue, will never be pacified with any thing” 
we can do: and-what bonour ſhall I get by be- 
ing your wife, when at the ſame time I cercinly 
ruin your reputation? What curſe may I not 
juſtly fear, ſhould 1 rob the world of {g,gminent 
a perſon as you ace What an injury ſhall I do 
the church? How much. ſhall I diſoblige the 
larned ? aud what a ſhame and diſpaagement 
wi! it be to you, whom nature has fitted for the 
puniick good, to devote yourſelt entirely to a 
wife? Kemncmber what St, Pall ſays, Art 
thou looſes from a wife? Seek not a wiſe.“ 
I: neither this great man, nor the fathers of the 
church, can make you change your reſolution, 
conider at leait what your *philoſophers ſay of it, 
Sucrates has proved, by many argumt ats, that 
a wiſe man ought not to marry. Telly put 
away his wite lTerentia 5; and when Iirtius of- 
fered him his ſiſter in marriage, he told him he 
deſired to be-excuſed, b:cavie he could never 
bring hin ſelf to divide bis thoughts between his 
books and his wife, In ſhort, ſaid ſhe, how can 
the ſtucly of divinity and philoſophy comport 
with the cries of childrep, the ſongs of nurſes, 
and all the hurry df a family? What an odd. 
be ht will i be, to ſee maids and ſcholars, deſks 
aud cradles, books and diſtafis, pens and ſpin- 
ales, one among another ? Thule who are rich 
are never diſturbed with the care and charges of 
houſekeeping. But with your ſcholars it is far 
otherwiſe, * He that will get an eſtate muſk 


4 He/oifſe debortalat me a Ruptiis, Nepire nen Con- 
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mind the affairs of the world, and conſequeritly 
is iaken off from the ſtudy of divinity and phi- 
lolophy. Obſerve the conduct of the wife Pa- 
gans in this point, who preferred a ſingle life be- 
— marriage, and be aſhamed that you cannot 
come up to them, Be more careful to maintain 
the character and dignity of a philoſopher. Da 
not ybu know that there is no action of life 
which draws after it ſo ſure and long a repent- 
ance, and to fo little purpoſe ? You fancy to 
yourſelf the enjoyments you ſhall have in being 
bound to me by a bond which nothing but death 
can break: but know, there is no ſuch thing as 
ſweet chains; and there is a thouſand times mare 
glory, honour, and pleafure in keeping firm to 
a union which love alone has eſtkhliſhed, which 
is ſupported by mutual eſteem and merit, and 
which owes its continvance to nothing but 
the ſatis faction of ſeeing each other free. Shall 
the laws, and cuſtoms which the groſs and carnal 
world has invented, hold us together more ſute- 
ly than the bonds of mutual affection? Take 
ar 4 word for it, yon will ſee me too often, 
when you ſee me every day: you will have no 
value for my love nor favours, when they are 
due to you, and coſt you no care, Perhaps you 
do not think of ali this at preſent 3 but you will 
think of nothing elſe when it will be too late. I 
do not take notice what. the world will ſay, to 
ſee a man in your circumſtances get him a wile, 
and fo throw away your reputation, your for- 
tune, and your quiet. In ſhort, continued ſhe, 
the quality of miſtreſs is a hundred times more 
lealing to me than that of wife. Cuſtarh 
indeed has given a dignity to this latter game, 
and we arc impoſed upon by it; but Heaven is 
my witae(s, I had rather be Abelard'g miſtreis, 
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than lawful wife to the emperor of the whole 
world. 1 am very ſure I ſhall always prefer 
your advantage and fatisfaQtion, before my own 
honour, and all the reputation, wealth, and en- 
joyments, which the moſt ſplendid marriage 
could bring me.” Thus Heloiſe argued, and 
added a great many more reaſons, which I for- 
bear to relate, left I ſhould tire my reader. It is 
enough for him to know, that they are chiefly 
grounded upon her prefetence of love to mar- 
riage, and liberty to neceſſity. 

We might therefore ſuppoſe that. Heloiſe was 
afraid left marriage ſhould prove the tomb of 
love. The Count de Buſſi, who paſſes for the 
tranſlator of ſome of her letters, makes this to be 
her meaning, though cloathed in delicate lan- 
guage, But if we examine thoſe which ſhe writ 
to Abelard after their ſeparation, and the ex- 
preflions ſhe uſes to put him in mind that he 
was indebted for the paſſion ſhe had for him to 
nothing but love itfelf, we muſt allow that ſhe 
bad more refined notions, and that never woman 
waz ſo difintereſted. . She loved Avelard, it is 
true; but ſhe declared, it was not his ſex that ſhe 
. mo{t valued in him. we - 
Some authors * are of opinion, that it was not 
_ an exceſs of love which made Abelard preſs He- 
loiſe to marriage, but only to quiet his conſci- 
ence ; but how can any one tell his rcaſons for 
marriage, better than he himſelf ? Others ſay +, 
that it Heloiſe did really oppoſe Abelard's de- 
6zn of marrying her ſo earneſtly, it was not be- 
cauſe the thought better of concubinage than a 
married life, but becauſe her affection and re- 
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ſpect for her lover, leading her to ſeek his ho. 
nour and advantage in all things, ſhe was afraid 
that by marrying kim, ſhe ſhould ſtand between 
him and a biſhoprick, which ſhe thought his wit 
and learning well deſerved. But there is no 
ſuch thing in her letters, nor in the long account 
which Adelard has left us of the arguments 
which his miſtreſs uſed to diſſuade him from 
marriage. Theſe are the faults of many authory 
who put ſuch words in the mouths of perſons 
as are moſt conformable ro their own ideas. 
It is often more advantageous, that a woman 
ſhould leave her lover free for church-dignities, 
than render him incapable of them by, marriage, 
But is it juſt therefore to ſuppoſe, that Heloiſe 


bad any ſuch motives ? Thereis mdeed a known 


ſtory of a man that was poſſeſſed of a prebend, 
and quitted it for a wife. The day after the 
wedding, he faid to his bride, © My dear, conſider 
how paſſionately I loved you, ſince J loſt my 
preferment to marry you.” *© You have done a 
fooliſh thing, faid ſhe; you might have kept 
that, and have had, me notwithſtanding.“ | 
But to return to our lovers. A modern au- 
thor, who well underſtood human nature, has 
athrmed, © * That women by the favours they 
„grant to men grow the fonder of them; but 
* on the contrary, the men grow more indiffe- 
&«& rent.” This is not always true. Abelard 
was not the lefs enamoured with Heloiſe, after 
ſhe had given him the utmoſt proofs of her love 
and their familiarity was ſo far from having 
abated his flame, that it ſeems all the loquence 
gt Helbile could not perſuade Abelard that he 
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wronged himſelf in thinking to marry her, He ad- 
mired the wit, the paſſion, and the ingenvity of 
his miſtreſs 3 bur in theſe things he did not come 
ſhort of her: heknew ſo well how to repreſent 
to her the neceſſuy of marriage, the diſcourſe 
which he had about it with Fulbert, his rage if 
they declined it, and tow dangerous it might be 
to both of them, that at laſt the conſented to do 
whatever he pleaſed, but fill with an inconceiv- 
able rcluctance, which thewed that flie yielded 
for no other reaſon but the tear of Gdilobhging 
OR. | 
Abelard was willing to be near his miſtreſs 
till lie was brought io bed, which in a ſhort time 
ſhe was of a buy. As icon as Heloiſe wes fit 
lo go sbroad, Abelard carrd her to Paris, 
v here they were married in the moſt pr. vate man- 
ner that could be, having no other company but 
Fulbert, and two or three particular friends. 
However, the wedding quickly came to be 
known. The news of it was already whitpercd 
about; people ſoon began to talk of it more 
openly, till at lait they mentioned it to the mar- 
ned pair. Fulbert, who was leſs concerned to 
keep his word, than to cover the reproach of his 
family, took care to ſpread it abroad. But He- 
loite, who loved Abelard a thouſand times better 
than ſhe did herſelf, and always valued her 
dear Doctor's honour, above her own, denied 
n with the moſt ſolenin proteſtations, and did all 
lie ccud to make the World believe her. She 
centtantly afiirmed, that the reports of it were 
mere landes: that: Abelard never propoſed any 
tuch thing ; and if he hid, ſhe would never have 
tontented io it. In mort, ſhe denied it to con- 
ami, and with ſuch caneftneſs, that ſhe was ge- 
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nerally believed. Many people thought and 
boldly affirmed, that the Doctor's enemies had 
ſpread this ſtory on purpoſe to leſſen his charac. 


ter. This report came to Fulbert's ears, who, 


knowing that Heloiſe was the ſole author of it, 
fell into ſo outrageous a paſſion at her, that af- 
ter a thouſand reproaches and menaces he pro- 
ceeded to ule her barbarouſly. But Abelard, 
who loved her never the worſe for being his wife, 


could not ſee this many days with patierſce, He 


reſolved therefore to order matters fo as to deli- 
ver her from this ſtate of perſecution. To this 
purpoſe they confulted together what courſe was 


to be taken; and agreed, that for ſetting them 
both free, her from the power and ill-humour ot 


her uncle, and him from the perſecuting reports 


which went about of him, Heloiſe ſhould retire. 
into a convent, where ſhe ſhould take the habit 


of a nun, all but the veil, that fo ſhe might 
eaſily come out again, when they ſhofild- have a 
more favourable opportunity. This deſign wes 


propoſed, Ps and executed, aimoit at the 


lame time. By this means they effectually put a 


ſtop to all reports about their marriage. But 


the Canon was too dangerous à perſon to be 


admitted to this conſultation; he never would 


have agreed to their propoſal; nor could he hear 
of it without the utmoſt rage. It was then that 
he conceived a new deſire of revenge, which he 
purſued till he had executed it in the moſt cruel 
manner imaginable. This retreat of Heloile 
gave him the more ſenſible affliction, becauſe ſhe 


was ſo far from covering her own reputation, 
that ſhe compleated his ſhame. He conudered it 


ag Abelard's contrivance, and a frei inſtance of 
his perfidious dealing towards him. And this 
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reflection put him upon ſtudying how to be re- 
venged on them both at one ſtroke; which, *aim- 
ing at the root of the miſchief, ſnould for ever 
diſable them from offending again. 

While this plot was in agitation, the lovers, 
who were not apt to trouble their heads about 
nat might happen, ſpent their time in the moſt 
agreeable manner that could be. Abelard could 
not live long without a ſight of his dear wife. 
He made her frequent viſits in the convent of 
Argenteuil, to which fie was retired. The 
nuns of this abbey enjoyed a very free kind of 
life : the grates and pariours were open enough, 
As for Heloiſe, ſhe fad ſuch excellent qualifi- 
cations, as made the good ſiſters fond of her, and 
extremely pleaſed that they had {ſuch an amiable 
companion, And as they were not ignorant 
what reports there were abroad, that ſhe wag 
married to the famous Abelard, (though ſhe 
denied it to the laſt) the moſt diſcerning among 
them, obſerving the frequent viſits of the Doc- 
tor, ealily imagined that the had reafons for 
keeping herſelf private, and ſo they tock her 
caic into conſideration, and expreſicd a wouder- 
tu] compaſſion for her misfortunes, | 

Some of them, whom Heloiſe loved above 
the reſt, and in whom ſhe put great confidence, 


were not a little ading and aſſiſting in the private 


interviews which ſhe had with Abelard, and in 
giving him opportunities to enter the convent, 
The amorous Doctor made the beſt ute of every 
thing: the habit which Heloiſe wore ; the place 
where he was to ſee her; the times and ſcaſons 
proper for his viſit; the ſtratagems which muſt. 
be uted to facilitate his entrance, and carry him 
undiſcovered to e e the ditficul- 


. 
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ties they met with ; the reaſons they had for not 
letting. it be known who they were; and the fear 
they were in of being taken together: all this 
gave their amours an air of novelty, and added to 
_ lawful embraces all the taſte of ſtolen de- 
ights. , 
These exceſſes had then their charms, but in 
the end had fatal conſequences, The furious Ca- 
non perſiſting in his deſign of being revenged on 
Abelard, notwithſtanding his marriage with his 
niece, found means to corrupt a domeſtick of the 
"unfortunate Doctor, who gave admittance into his 
maſter's chamber to ſome allafſins hired by Ful- 
bert, who ſeized, him in his fleep, and cruelly de- 
prived him of his manhood, but not his life. The 
ſervant and his accomplices fled for it ; the wretch- 
ed Abclard raiſed ſuch terrible outcries, that the 
ople in the houſe and the neighbours being 
alarmed, haſtened to him, and gave him ſack 
ſpeedy aſſiſtance, that he was ſoon out of a con- 
dition of tearing death, 

The news of this accident made a great noiſe, 
and its ſingularity raiſed the curioſity of abun- 
dance of perſons, who came the next day, as in 
proceſſion, to ſee, to lament, and comfort him, 
His icholars loudly bewailed his misfortune, and 
the women diltinguiſhed themſelves upon this oc- 
caſion by extraordinary marks of tenderneſs, 
And it is ꝓrobable, among the great number of 
ladies who pitied Abelard, there were ſome with 
whom he had been very intimate: for his philo- 
lophy did not make him {crupulous enough to 
eſteem every ſinall infidelity a crime, when it did 
not lellen vis conſtant love of Heloiſe. 

This action of Fulbert was too tragical to paſs 
unpuniſhed ; tlie traitorous ſervant and one of the 
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aſſaſſins were ſeized, and condemned to loſe their 


eyes, and to ſuffer what they had done tu Abe- 


lard. But Fulbert denying he had any ſhare in 
the action, ſaved himſelf from the puniſhment, 
with the loſs only of his benefices. This ſentence 
did not ſatisfy. Abelard ; he made his complaint 
to no purpoſe to the Biſhop and Canons, — if he 
had made a remonſtrance at Rome, where he once 
had a deſign of carrying the matter, it is probable 
he would have had no better ſucceſs. It requires 
too much money to gain a cauſe there, One 
Foulques, Prior of Devil, an intimate friend of 
Abelard, wrote thu: to him upon the occafion of 
his misfortune. * © If you appeal to the Pope, 
© without bringing an immenſe ſum of money, 
ce it will be uſeleſs ; nothing can ſatisfy the infinite 
ce avarice and luxury of the Romans. I queſtion 
& if you have enough for ſuch an undertaking z 
* and if you attempt it, nothing will perhaps re- 
© main but the vexation of having flung away ſo 
te much moncy. They who ga to Rome without 
&« large ſums to ſquarder away, will return juſt 
« as they went, the expence of their journey 
« only excepted.” But ys I am upon Foul. 
ques's letter, which is too extraordinary to be paſ- 
led over in ſilence, I ſhall give the reader ſome of 
its more remarkable , paſſages, adding ſome re- 


flect ions which may make amends for the trouble. 


of a new digreſſion. 

This friend of Abelard Jays before him many 
advantages which might be drawn from his mij- 
fortune, Hetells him, his extraordinary talents, 
ſubtlety, eloquence and learning, had drawn from 


all parts an incredible number of auditors, and fo 


This Letter isextant in Latin in Abelard's Works, 
Dz 


* 
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filled him with exceſſive vanity. He hints gently 
at another thing, which contributed not a littfe 
towards making him proud; namely, that the 
women continually followed him, and gloried in 
drawing him into their ſnates.' This misfortune] 
therefore would cure him of his pride, and free 
him from thoſe ſnares of women which had re. 
duced him even te indigence, though his profeſ- 
fion got him à large revenue; and now he would 
never impoveriſn himſelf by his gallantries. 
Heloiſe herſelf in ſome paſſages of her letters 
ſays, that there was neither 'maid nor wife ho in 
Abelard's abſence did not form defires for him, and 
in his preſence was not inflamed with love : that 
queens themſelves, and ladies of the firſt quality, 
envied the pleaſures ſhe enjoyed with him. But 
' we are not to take theſe words of Helolſe ing 
ſtrict ſenſe; becauſe as ſhe loved Abelard to made 1 
neſs, ſo ſhe imagined every one elfe did. Beſides 
that, report to be ſure hath added to the truth, 
It is not at all probable that a marr of ' Abelard's 
ſenſe, and who, according to all appearance, paſ- 
ſionately loved his wife, ſhould not be able to con- 
tain himſelf” in fome bounds, but ſhould ſquander 
away all his money upon miſtreſſes, even to the 
not reſerving what was ſuthcient to provide for 
his neceſſities. Foulques owns that he ſpeaks only 
upon hear-ſay, and” in that no doubt envy and 
jealouſy had their part. 3 N 
PFiouſques tells him beſides, that the amputation 
of a part of his body of which he. made ſuch il 
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Que conjugata, que virgo non concupiſcebut ab- 
ſentem, & non exardeſcebat in preeſentem Le te. 
gina, ve! þrepotens fa ina gaudiis mes non inyidebal 
vel thalamis ? | . 
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uſe, would ſuppreſs at the ſame time a great many 
troubleſome paſſions, and procure him the liberty 
of reflecting on himſelf, inſtead of being hurried 
to and fro by his paſſions ; his meditations would 
he no more interrupted by the emotions of the fleſh, 
2nd therefore he would de more ſucceſsful in diſ- 
covering the ſecrets of nature. He reckons it as 
a great advantage to him, that he would no more 
be the terror of huſbands, and might now lodge 
any where without being ſuſpected; and forgets 
not to acquaint him, he might converſe with the 
fineſt women without any fear of thole tempta- 
tions which ſometimes overpower even age itſelf, 
upon the ſight of fuch objects. And laſtly, he 
would have the happineſs of being exempt” from 
the illuſions of ſleep ; which exemption, accord - 
ing to him, is a peculiar bleſſing, | 

It was with reaſon that Foulques reckons all 
theſe as advantages very extraordinary in the lite 
of an eccleſiaſtick. It is eaſy to obſerve that, to a 
perſon who devotes himſelf to continence, nothing 
can be more happy than to be inſenſible to beauty 
and love; for they who cannot maintain tacir 
chaſtity but by continual combats, are very un- 
happy : the lite of ſuch perſons is uneaſy, their 
ſtate always doubtful, They but too much feel 
the trouble of their warfare, and if they come 


off victorious in an engagement, it is often witha a 


great many weunds, Even ſuch of them as in a 
zetired lite are at the greateſt diſtance from temp- 
tations, by continually ſtruggling with their in- 
clinations, and ſetting barriers againſt the irrup- 
tions of the fleſh, are in a miſerable condition, 

heir entrenchments are often forced ; and their 

onſcience filled with ſorrow and anxiety. What 


| rogrels might one h the Ways of Virtue, . 
8 3 
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who is not obliged to fight an enemy for even 
foot of ground? Had Abelard's misfortune made 
him indeed ſuch as Foulques ſuppoſed, we ſhovi 
ſee him in his letters expreſs his motives of com. 
fort with a better grace. But though he now vn 
in a condition not able to ſatisfy a . by whit 
he had ſuffered ſo much, yet he was not inſeni. Wt 
ble at the ſight of thoſe objects which once gave il © 
him ſo much pleaſure, This diſcourſe therefore q 
Foulques, far from comforting Abelard in hi 
affliftion, ſeems capable of producing the contrz, 
ry effect; and it is aſtoniſhing if Abelard did ne 
take it ſo, and think he rather inſulted him, and 
conſequently reſent it. | 
As to dreams, St. Auſtin informs us of the ad. 
vantage Foulques tells his friend he had gained; 
St. Auſtin implores the grace of God- to delive 
im from this ſort of weakneſs, and Jays he gay 
conſent to thoſe things in his ſleep which he ſhould 
abominate awake, and laments exceedingly { 
great a remaining weakneſs. 
But let us go on with this charitable friend's 
letter ; it hath too near a relation to this Hiſtory, 
to leava any part of it untouched, Matrimond 
functions (continues r er and the cares 
a family will not now hinder your application ty 
22 God. And what a happineſs is it, not u 
e in a capacity of ſinning? And then he bring 
the examples of St. Origen, and other martyry 
who rejoice now in Heaven, for their being upot 
earth in the ſame condition Abelard laments : 4 
if the impoſſibility of committing a fip could (e 
ure any one from deſiring to do it, But one 
his greateſt motives of comfort, and one upo1 
which he inſiſts the moſt is, becauſe his misforiun 


js irreparable, This is indeed true in fact, by 
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the conſequence of his reaſoning is not fo certain; 
« Afflict not yourſelf (ſays he) becauſe your miſ- 
** tortune is of ſuch a natuie as is never to be 
* rerayeds””, 
'* inaſt be owned that the general topicks of 
_ 7 - -olation have two faces, and may therefore he 
idered very differently, even fo as to ſeem ar- 
= ents for ſorrow. As for inſtance, one might 
ue very juſtly, that a mother ſhould not yield 
tov much to grief upon the loſs of a fon, becauſe 
her tears are ai ; and thaugh ſhe ſhould 
kill herſelf with ſorrow, the can never by theſe 
means bring her ſon to life. Yet this very thing, 
that all ſhe can do is uſeleſs, is the main occaſion 
of her grief; ſhe could bear it patiently, could ſhe .. 
any why retrieve her loſs. When Solon“ lament- 
ed the death of his fon, and ſome friend by way 
of comfort told him, his tears were inſignificant, 
“ That,“ ſaid he, “ is the very reaſon why I 
de weep.“ 

But F oulques argues much better afterwards, 
He ſays, Abelard did not ſuffer this in the com- 
miſſion of any ili act, but ſleeping peaceably in 
his bed. That is, he was not caught in any open 
fact, ſuch as has coſt others the likg loſs. This 
s, indeed, a much better tepick ; oe the former, 
though it muſt be allowed that Abelard had drawn 
uus misfortune on himſelf by a crime as bad ay 
adultery z yet the fault was over, and when they 
maimed him, he thought no harm to any body. 

Abelard's friend makes uſe likewiſe of other 
c nſolatory reaſons in bis letter, and repreſents ta 
hm, after a very moving manner, the part which 


the Bilhop and Canons, and all the eccleſiaſticks of 
| Pi. Lan. 
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tion for him. For as we obleyved before, though 


all, with this laſt motive of conſolation, that the 


Paris, took in his diſgrace, and the mourning 
there was among the inhabitants, and eſpecial 

the women, upon this occaſion. But in this ar. 
ticle of conſolation, how comes it to paſs that he 
makes no mention of Heloiſe ? This ought not 
to appear ſtrahge; ſhe was the moſt injured, a 
theretore queſtionleſs her forrows were ſufficien 
known to him; and ät would. be no news to 
the huſband that his wife was in the utmoſt 


i 1h 


10» 


ſhe was in a convent, ſhe had not renounced her 
haſband; and thoſe frequent viſits he made her 
were not ſpent in reading homilies. But let us 
make an end of our reflections on Foulques's eu- 
nous letter. Foulques, after adviſing Abelard not 
to think of carrying the matter before the Pope, by 
alluring him that it required too great expence to 
obtain any ſatisfaction at that Court, concludes 


imagine happinets he had loſt was always. at- N 
eompsſied with abundance of vexation ; but if he 
he perſevered in his ſpirit of reſignation, he would : 

without doubt at the laſt day obtain that juſtice he b 


had wow failed of, *Tis great pity we have not 
Abeläid's anſwer to this delicate letter, the mat- P 
ter then weuld look like one of Job's dialogues 


with his friends. Abelard would generally have g 
enough to reply, and Foulques would een de but * 
a forry comforter. However, it is certain this let» g 
ter was of ſome weight with Abelard, for we find 1 
afterwards he never thought of making a-voyage. Wl 
to Rome, Reſolved to bear his calamity patignt- I 
ly, he left to God the avenging'of the cruel and WF. 


ſhameful abuſe he haf fuffered. | | 
But let us return to Heloiſe. Tis probable her 
friends of the convent of Argesteuil concealed ſe 


a 
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heavy à misfortune from her for ſome time; but 
at laſt-ſhe heard the fatal news, T nave the rage 
and fury of her uncle threatened her long fince - 
with ſome puniſhment, yet could ſhe never ſuſpect 
any thing of this nature. It will be ſaying too 
little to tell the reader ſhe felt all the ſhame and ſor- 
row that is poſſible, She only can expreſs thoſe _ 
violent emotions of her ſoul upon ſo ſevere an oc 
caſion. | p 

In all probability this misfortune of Abelard 
would have been a Laugh cure of her Jens 
if we might argue from like caſes : but there is 
no rule ſo general as not to admit of ſome excep- 
tions; and Heloiſe's love upon this ſevere trial 
proved like queen Stratonice's, who was not leſs 
paſſionate for her favourite Combabus, when ſhe 
diſcovered his impotence, than ſhe had been before. 

Shame and forrow had no leſs ſeized Abelard 
than Heloiſe, nor dared he ever after appear in the 
world: fo that he reſolved, immediately u 
his cure, to baniſh himſelf from the ſight of men, 
and hide himſelf in the darkneſs of a monaſtick 
life; avoiding all converſation with any kind of 
perſons, excepting his dear Heloiſe, by whoſe 
company he endeavoured to comfort himſelf, But 
ſhe at lat reſolved to follow his example, and 
continue for ever in the convent of Argenteuil, 
where the was. Abelard himſelf confeſſes that 
ſhame, rather than devotion, had made him take 
the habit of a monk; and that it was jealouſy, 
more than love, which engaged him to perſuade 
Heloiſe to be profeſſed before he had made his 
vow. The letters which follow this Hiſtory will 
inform us after what manner and with what reſo«, - 
lution they ſeparated. Heloiſe in the twenty- 
lecond year of her age generouſly quitted tue 
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x 


world, and renounced all thoſe 3 ſhe might 
reaſonably have promiſed herſelf, to ſacrifice hex 
ſelf entirely to the fidelity and obedience ſhe ow 


her huſband,. and to procure him that eaſe; 


mind which he ſaid he could no other ways huy 


for. 


Time making Abelard's misfortune familia 


him, he now entertained thoughts of ambitia 
and of ſupporting the reputation he had gaine 


of the moſt learned man of the age. He beg; 
with.explaining the Acts of the Apoſtles- to tl 
monks of the monaſtery of St. Denis, to whit 
he had retired ; but the diſorders of the ab 
and dhe debauches of the Abbot, which, equ 
with his dignity,. were ſuperior to thoſe of th 
ſimple monks, quickly drove him thence. 4 
had made himſelf uneaſy to them, by cenſurig 
their irregularity. They were glad to part wit 
him, and he to leave them 

As ſoon as he had 6btained leave of the Abbe 
he retired to Thibaud in Champagne, where he f 
up a ſchool ; perſuading himſelf that his reput 
tion would bripg him a great number of ſchol: 
And indeed they flocked to him, not only fra 
the moſt diftant provinces of France, but 
from Rome, Spain, England, and Germany, | 
ſuch numbers that, the towns could not provid 
accommodation, nor the country proviſions enoug 


for them. But Abelard did not foreſee that thi 


ſucceſs and reputation would at the ſame time oc 


caſion him new troubles. He bad made himſd 
two conſiderable enemies at Laon, Alberick d 


Ad guat ſcholas tanta ſcbolaſticorum multitudo ct 


uxit, ut nec locus boſpitiis, nec terra ſufſiceret all 


mentis, Abel, Oper. p. 19. 
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heims, and Lotulf of Lombardy, who, as ſoon ; 
s they perceived how prejudicial his reputation , 
as to their ſchools, ſought all occaſions to ruin 
im; and thought they had a lucky handle to do 
from a book of his, entitled, © The Myſtery 
of the Trinity. This they pretended was he- 
tical, and through the archbiſhop's means they 
rocured a Council at Soiſſons in the year 11213 
bo without ſuffering Abelard to make any de- 
nce, ordered his book to be burnt by his own 
ands, and himſelf to be confined to the convent 
St. Medard. This ſentence gave him ſuch 
berief, that he ſays himſelf, the unhappy face of his 
ritings touched him more ſeniibly than the miſ- 
ortune he had ſuffered through Fulbert's means. 
or was it only his fatherly concern for his own 
auctions, but the indelible mark of hereſy, 
wi” hich by this means was fixed on him, which fo 
kceedingly troubled him. : 
bal That the curious reader may have a complete 
nowledge of this matter, I thall here give an 
utccount of that pretended hereſy which was im- 
ted to Abelard. The occahon of his writing 
is book was, that his ſcholars demanded “ phi- 
plophical arguments on that ſubject ; often urging 
lat it was impoſſible to believe what was not un- 
wü erttood; that it was to abuſe the world to preach 
well doctrine equally unintelligible to the ſpeaker . 
d auditor; and that it was for „ the blind to 
lead the blind.” Theſe young men were cer- 
unly inclined to Sabelliniſm. Abelard's enemies, 
owever, did not accuſe him of falling into this, 


Humana & philoſophicas ratione: requirebant, & 
| « * intelligi, quam u dici poſſent efflagitabant. 
el. Op. | | ; 


ms populo, pauciſgue qui advenerant ex diſcipulis noſiri 
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but another hereſy as bad, 'Tritheiſm, though in. 
deed he was equally free from both. He explained 
the unity of the Godhead by compariſons draw 
from human things ; but according to a paſſa 
of St, Bernard *, one of his greateſt 3 
ſcemed to hold that no one ought to believe what 
he could not give a reaſon for. However, Abe: 

Iard's treatiſe upon this ſubject pleaſed every one, 
Except thoſe of his own len, who, ſtung 
with envy that he ſhould find out explanations 
which they could not have thought of, raiſed ſuck 
a cry of hereſy upon him, that he and ſome of hi 
Jcholars had like to have been ſtpned + by the 
mob. Ly their powerful cabals, they prevailed 
with; Conan, Bithop of Præneſte, the Pope's Le. 
gate, who was Preſident of the Council, to con- 
demn his book, pretending, that he aſſerted three 

_ Gods, which they might eaſily ſuggeſt, when he 
was 1uffered to make no defence. Tis certain he 
was very orthodox in the doctrine of the Trinity; 
and all this proceſs againſt him was only occaſion. 
ed by the malice of his enemies. His logical 
companion (and logick was his maſter-piece) prove 
e rather the three Divine Perſons One, than mul- 

tiphed the Divine Nature into Three. His com- 
pariſon is, that as the three propoſitions 4 ing 

{yllogiſm are but one tiuth, ſo the Father, Son, 


® Bernardi Epift. 190. 
* [ta me in clero & populo diffamagverunt, ut pent 


edventss lapidarent ; dicentes me tres Deos pragicare & 
feriphiſſe, freut ipſis perſuaſum fuerat. Ab. Op. p. 20 

Sicut cadem oratis oft, propoſitio, aſſumptio & cats 
clio, ita eadem eſſentia oft Pater, Filia: & Spiritu 
Sanctus, Abel. Op. p. 20. N 
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and Holy Ghoſt are but one Eſſence. And 'tis 


certain the inconveniences which may be drawn 
from this parallel are not more than what may be 
drawn from the compariſon of the three dimen- 
fions of ſolids, ſo much inſiſted on by that famous 
orthodox mathematician, Dr. Wallis of England. 
But great numbers of pious and learned Divines, 
who have not been over-ſubtle in politicks, have 
been perſecuted and condemned, as well as Abe- 
lard, by the ignorance and malice of their cabal- 
ling brethren. . 

A little after his condemnation, Abelard was 
ordered to return to St. Denis. The liberty he 
had taken to cenſure the vicious lives of the monks 
had raiſed him a great many enemies. Among 
theſe was St. Bernard, not upon the ſame motives 
as thoſe monks, but becauſe Abelard's great wit, 
joined with ſo looſe and ſenſual a life, gave him 
jealouſy, Twho thought it impoſſible the heart 
ſhould be defiled without the head being likewiſe 
tainted. | 
Scarce had he returned to- St, Denis, when 
one day he dropt ſome words, intimating he did 
not believe that the St. Denis their patron was the 
Areopagite mentioned in the Scripture, there being 
no probability that he ever was in France. This 
was immediately carried to the Abbot, who was 
full of joy, that he had now a handle to heighten. * 
the accuſations of hereſy againſt him with ſome 
crime againſt the ſtate ; a method frequently uſed 
by this ſort of gentlemen to make ſure their re- 
venge. In thoſe times too the contradicting the 
notions of the monks was enough to prove a man 
an atheiſt, heretick, rebel, or any thing: learning 
hgnified nothing. If any one of a cleacer head 
and larger capacity had the misfortune to be ſuſ 
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pected of novelty, there was no way to avoid th 
-general perſecution of the monks, but voluntay 
baniſhing himſelf. The Abbot immediately aflent. 
bled all the houſe, and declared he would deliver up 
to the ſecular power a perſon who had dared-to re 
fle& upon the honour of the kingdom and of the 
crown, Abelard very rightly judging that ſuch 
threatenings were not to be deſpiſed, fled by night 
to Champagne, to a cloyſter of the monks of Trot, 
and there patiently waited till the ſtorm ſhould he 
over. Atter the death of this Abbot, which, 
very luckily for him, happened ſoon after hi 
flight, he obtained leave to live where he pleaſed, De 
though it was not without uſing ſome cunning WH*! 
He knew the monks of ſo rich a houſe had fallen": 
into great exceſſes, and were very obnoxious tg 
the court, who would not fail to make their profit"! 
of it: he therefore procured it ſhould be repreſent. WiE* 
ed to the council, as very diſadvantageous to us WE" 
majeſty's intereſt, that a perſon who was continu. WP" 
ally cenſuring the lives of his brethren ſhould con- 
tinue any longer with them. This was 1mmed:- WP" 
ately underſtood, and orders given to ſome great . 
man at court to demand of the Abbot and monks WP" 
why they kept a perſon in their houſe whoſe con- 
duct was ſo diſagreeable to them, and, far from 
being an ornament to the ſociety, was a continual 
vexation, by publiſhing their faults ? This being 
very opportunely moved to the new Abbot, he gan 
Abelard leave to retire to what cloiſter he 
leaſed - | 

Abelurd, cho had indeed all the qualities which 
make a great man, could not however bear with- 
out, repining the numerous misfortunes with 
which he ſaw. himſelf cmoarrafled, and had fre- 
quent thoughts of publiſhing a manifeſto to jults 
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fy himſelf from the (candalous imputations his 
nemies had laid upon him, and to undeceive thoſe. 
#hom their malice had prejudiced againſt bim. 
But upon cooler thoughts, he determined that it 
vas better to ſay nothing, and to ſhew them by 
his ſilence how unworthy he thought them of his 
anger. Thus being rather enraged than troubled 
at the injuries he had ſuffered, he reſolved to 


und a new ſociety conſiſting chiefly of monks. 
ro this purpoſe he choſe a ſolitude in the dioceſe 
boo! Troies, and upon ſome ground which was gi- 
ehen him by permiſſion of the Biſhop, he built a 
lle houſe, and a chapel, which he dedicated to 
len We moſt Holy Trinity. | 


Men of learning were then ſcarce, and the de- 
ire of ſcience was beginning to ſpread itſelf. Our 
xile was enquired after and found, Scholars 
crouded to him from all parts: they built little 
ts, and were very liberal to their maſter for 
is lectures; content to live on herbs and roots 
and water, that they might have the advantage of 
learning from ſo extraordinary a man; and with 
great zeal they enlarged the chapel, building that 
4 their profeiſor's houſe with wood and 
one. | 
Upon this occaſion, Abelard, to continue the 
?mory of the comfort he had received in this de- 


zhoſt, by the name of the Paraclete or Comfor- 
er. The envy of Alberic and Lotulf, which 
had long ſince perſecuted him, was ſtrangely revi- 


h- ed, upon ſeeing ſo many ſcholars flock to him 
ith rom all parts, notwithſtanding the inconveniences 
re- f the place, and in contempt of the maſters who 


might ſo commodiouſly have been found in the 
owns and cities. t 
E 2 


lart, dedicated his new-built chapel to the Holy 4 
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They now more than ever ſought occaſions ty 
trouble him; the name of Paraclete furniſhed them 
with one. They gave out that this novelty was z 
conſequence of his former hereſy, and that — 
no more lawful to dedicate churches to the Holy 
Ghoſt, than to God the Father: that this title 
was a ſubtle art of inſt:lling that poiſon which he 
durſt not ſpread openly ; and a conſequence of his 
heretical doctrine, which had been condemned al. 
ready by a Council. This report raiſed a great 
clamour among numbers of le, whom his 
enemies employed from all ſides. But the perſe, 
cution grew more terrible when St. Bernard aud 
St. Norbet declared againſt him; two great zealot⸗ 
fired with the ſpirit of reformation, and who de- 
clared themſelves reſtorers of the primitive diſci- 
— and had wondertully gained upon the af. 
| ions of the populace. They ſpread ſuch ſcap- 

dal againſt him, that they prejudiced his principal 

friends, and forced thoſe who ſtill loved him, not 
to ſhew it any ways; and upon; theſe accounts 
made his life ſo bitter to him, that he was upon the 
point of leaving Chriſtendom “. But his unhap: 
pineſs would net let him do a thing which might 
— procured his eaſe; but made him ſtill conti. 
nut with chriſtians, and with monks (as tymlſelf 
expreſſes it) worſe than heathens +. 


Spe autem (Deus ſcit) in tantam lapſus ſum diſs 
perationem, ut Chr iſtianor um finibus exceſſis ad gentd 
tranſire diſponerem, atque ibi quiete ſub quacungue tris 
buti pactions inter inimices Cbriſti chriftiane viveri. 
Ahel. Op. p. 32. * 

. + Incedi in Cbriſtianos atque Monachos gentibut 
lang: ſeviores atque pejores, Ibid,» X 
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The Duke of Britany, informed of his misfor- 
unes, and of the barbarity of his enemies, na - 
med him to the abbey of St. Guildas in the dio- 
eſe of Vannes, at the defire of the monks, who 
ad already elected him for their ſuperior. Here 
he thought he had found a refuge from the rags 
his enemies, but in reality he had only changed 
ne trouble for another, he profligate lives of 
he monks, and the 8 of a lord who 
had deprived them of the greater part of their re. 
enues, ſo that they were obliged to maintain their 
miſtreſſes and children at their own private ex- 
pence, occaſioned him a thouſand vexations and 
dangers. They ſeveral times endeavoured to poli- 
Jon him in his ordinary diet, but proving unfuc- 
ceſsful that way, they tried to do it in the holy 
lacrament. Excommunications, with which he 
threatened the moſt mutinous, did not at all abate 
he diſorder; he now feared the poniard more than 
poiſon, and compared his caſe to his whom the 


0 yrant of Syracuſe cauſed to be ſeated at his table 
: th - {word hanging over him faſtencd only by a 
; read. 


Wuilſt Abelard thus ſuffered in his abbey by his 
monks, the nuns of Argenteuil, of v hom Heoiſe 


\bbot of St. Denis, taking advantage of their 


He {ent the original writings to Rome, and haviug 
obtained the anſwer he deſired, he expelled the 
puns, and eſtabliſhed in their piace monks of lis 

order. | | 

Some cenſorious people upon reading this paſ- 
lace will be apt to entertain ſtrong ſuſpicions of 
Heloiſe; and judge it probable that a governor 
es not behave well, when diſſeluteneſs is known 
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vas prioreſs, grew lo licenticus, that Sugger, | 


irregularities, got poſſeſſion of their monaſter y. 


— 
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to reign in the ſociety. I have never read that 
ſhe was included by name in the general ſcandal 
of the fociety, and therefore am cautious not to 
bring any acculations againit her, Our Saviour 
ſays, No one hath condemned thee, neither dol 
* condemn thee.” * 
Heloiſe, at her departure from the convent of 
Argenteuil, applied to ber huſband; who, by per. 
miſſion of the Biſhop ot Troies, gave her the houſe 
and chapel of the Paraclete, with its appendages; 
and placing there ſome nuns, founded a nunnery, 
Pope Innocent II. confirmed this donation in the 
year 1131, This is the origin of the abbey of 
the Paraclete, of which Heloiſe was: the firſt ab- 
beſs. Whatever her conduct was among the l. 
centious nuns of Argenteuil, tis certain ſhe hved 


= regular in this her new and laſt retreat, and be- 


haved herſelf with ſuch prudence, zeal, and piety, 
that ſhe won the hearts of all the world, wad in 
{mall time had abundance of donaticns. Abelard 
himſelf ſays, ſhe had more in one year than he 
could have expected in all his life, had he hve 
there, The biſhops loved her as their child, the 
abbeſſes as their ſiſter, and the world as their 
mother. It mult be owned ſome women have 
had wonderful talents for exciting chriſtian cha. 
rity. The abbeſſes. who ſucceeded Heloiſe have 
often been of the greateſt families in the king: 
dom. There is a liſt of them in the notes of An- 
drew du Chene upon Abelard's works, from the 
time of the foundatioh in 1130 to 1615; but be 
has not thought fit to take notice ot Jane Chabot, 
who died the 25th of June 1593, and profelled 
the proteſtant religion, yet without marrying, 0 
quitting her habit, though ſhe was driveu from 
her abbey, | A 


* 
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After Abelard had ſettled Heloiſe here, he made 
frequent journies from Britany to Champagne, to 
take care of the intereſts ot this ring houſe, and 
to caſe himſelf from the vexations of his own 
abbey. Bur ſlander fo perpetually followed this 
unhappy man, that though his preſent condition 


was univerſally known, he was Ty "HE with a 


remaining voluptuous paſſion for his former mil- 
trels. He complaints of his hard uſage in one of 
his letters; but comforts himſelf with the exam - 
ple of St. Jerom, whole friendſhip with Paula oc- 
caſioned ſcandal too; aid thought he entirely con- 
futed their calumny, by remarking, that even the 
moſt jealous commit their waves to. the cuſtody of 
eunuchs. 

The thing which giyes the greateſt handle to ſuſ- 
pet Heloiſe's prudence, and that Abelard did not. 
think himſelf fate with her, is his making a reſo- 
Jution to ſeparate bt cv from her. Du- 
ring his being employed in eftabiitſhing this new 
nunnery, and in ordering their affairs, as well 
temporal as ſpiritual, he was diligent ig perſuad- 
ing her by frequent and pious admonit:@ns to ſuck 
a ſeparation; and inſiſted, that in order to make 
their retirement and penitence more profitable, it 
was abſolutely neceſſary they ſhouid ſeriouſly en- 
deavour to forget each other, and for the future 
think of nothing but God. When he had given 
her direction for her own conduct, and rules {or 


the management of the nuns, he took his laſt 


leave of her and returned to his abbey in Britany, 
where he continued a long time without her hear- 
ing any mention of him. 

By chance a letter he wrote to one of his friends 
to comfort him under ſome diſgraces, wherein he 
kad given him a long account of all the perſecu- 
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tions he himſelf had ſuffered, fell into Heloiſe's 
hands. She knew by the ſuperſcription from 
whom it came, and her curioſity made her open 
it. The reading the particulars of a ſtory ſhe was fo 
much concerned in renewed all her paſſion, and 
ſhe hence took an occaſion to write to him, com- 
laining of his long filence. Abelard could not 
Rear anſwering her: this occaſioned the ſeveral 
letters between them which follow this Hiſtory; - 
and in theſe we may obſerve how high a woman 
is capable of raiſing the ſentiments of her heart, 
when poſſeſſed of a great deal of wit and learning, 
as well as moſt yjolent love. has: 

I ihall not tire the reader with any further re. 
flections on the Letters of theſe two lovers, but 
leave them entirely to his own judgment; only 
remarking, that he ought not to be ſurpriſed ig 
find Heloiſe's more tender, paſſionate, and expreſ- 
five than thoſe of Abelard ; ſhe was younger, and 
conſequently more ardent than he. The fad 
condition he was in had not altered her love, 
Beſides, ſhe retired only in complaiſance to a 
man ſhe blindly yielded to; and, reſolved to prey 
ſerve her fidelity inviolable, ſhe ſtrove to conquer 
her defires, and make a yirtue of neceſſity, But 
the weakneſs of her ſex continually returned, and 
ſhe felt the force of loye in ſpite of all reſiſtance. 
Tt was not the ſame with Abelard; for though 

It was a miſtake to think, that by not being in a 
condition of ſatisfying his paſſion, he was, as He- 
Jozſe imagined, wholly delivered from the thorn 
of fnfuality 3 yet he was truly ſor: y for the dif- 
orders of his palt life, he was fincerely penitent, 
and therefore his letters are leſs violent and paſ- 
Gonate than thoſe of Heloiſe. | 

About ten years after Abelard had retired to 
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his abbey, where ſtudy was his chief buſineſs, his 
enemies, who had reſolved to perſecute him tg the 
laſt, were careful not to let him enjoy the cafe of 
retirement :; they thought he was net ſultciently 
plagued with his monks, and theretore brought a 
new proceſs of hereſy againſt him betore the Arch- 
biſhop of Sens. He deſired he might have the 
liberty of defending his doctrine betore a public 
aſſembly, and it was granted him, Upon thus ac- 


count the Council of Sens was aſſembled, in which _ 


Louis the VIIth aſſiſted in perſon, in the year 
1140. St. Bernard. was the acculer, and deliver. 
ed to the aflembly ſome propolitions drawn nom 
Abelard's book, which were read in the Council, 
This accuſation gave Abelard ſuch fears, and was 
mavaged with ſuch inveterate malice by his ene- 
mies, and with ſuch great unfairneſs in draw- 
ing conſequences. he never thought of, that 
imagining he had friends at Rome who would 
_ his innocence, he made an appeal to the 

ope. The Council, notwithſtanding his appeal, 
condemned kis book, but did not meddle with his 
perſon ; and gave an account of the whole pro- 
ceedings to Pope Innocent II. praying him to 
confirm their ſentence. St. Bernard had been ſo 
early in prepoſſeſſing the Pontiff, that he got the 
ſentence confirmed before Abelard heard any thing 
of it, or any time to preſent himſelf before the. 
tribunal to whuch he bad appealed. His Holi- 
neſs ordered heſides, that Abelard's books ſhould 
be burnt, himſelf confined, and for ever prohi- 
bited from teaching. 

This paſſage of St. Bernard's life is not much 
for the honour 'of his memory : and whether he 
took the trouble himſelf to extract the condemned 


propoſitions from Abelard's works, or intruſted it 


requeſt of him, and to his own deſire. The Abbot 
. - of Clugni, when he ſent the body to Heloiſe, ac- 
| cording"to the cuſtom of thole times, ſent with it 
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to another hand, tis certain the paper he gave in 
contained many things which Abelard never 
wrote, and others which ke did not mean inthe 
ſenſe imputed to him. | | 

When a few particular expreſſions» are urged 
too rigidly, and unthought-of conſequences drawn 
from ſoms aſſertions, and no regard is had to the 
general intent and ſcope of an author, it is no dif. 
ticult- matter to find errors in any book. For 
this reaſon Beranger of Poitiers, Abelard's ſcholar, 
defended his matiter againſt St, Bernard, telling 
him, he ought not to perſecute others, whole own 
writings were not exempt from errors; demon- ui 
ſtrating that he himſelf had advanced a poſition, Wh it 
which he would not have failed to have inſerted Wh a! 
in his extract as a monſtrous doctrine, if he had er 
found it in the writings of Abelard. | 

Some time after Abelard's condemnation, the eg 
Pope was appealed, at the ſolicitation of the Ab. Wl 
bot of Clugni, who received this unfortunate I 
gentleman in his monaſtery with great humanity, ll (© 
reconciled him with St. Bernard, and admitted la 
him to be a religious of his ſociety, le 

This was Abelard's laſt retirement, in which le 
he found all manner of kindneſs ; he read lec- o 


" tures to the monks, and was equally humble and tt 


laborious. At laſt growing weak, and afflicted 
with a complication of diſeaſes, he was ſent to the 
Priory of St. Marcel upon the Saone, near Cha-! 


lons, a very agreeable place, where he died the 1 


21ſt of April, 1142, in the 63d year of his age. 
His corpſe was ſent to the chapel of the Paraclete, Wl / 
to Heloiſe, to be interred, according to her former 
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an abſolution to be fixed together with his epi- 
taph on his grave- ſtone, which abſolution was as 
follows: 

« ] Peter, Abbot of Clugni, having received 
« Father Abelard into the number of my reli- 
« vious, and now given leave that his body be 
« privately conveyed to the Abbey of the Para- 
& clete, to be diſpoſed of by Heloiſe, Abbeſs of 
« the ſame abbey, do, by the authority of God 
« and all the Saints, abſolve the ſaid Abelard 
e from all his fins “.“ 

Heloiſe, who ſurvived him twenty years, had all 
the leifure hat could be to effect the cure of her 
unhappy paſſion. Alas! ſhe was very long about 
it! She paſſed the reſt of her days like a religious 
and devout abbeſs, frequent in prayer, and entirely 
employed in the regulation of her ſociety. - She 
loved ſtudy, and being miſtreſs of the learned lan- 
guages, the Latin, Greek, and Hebrew, ſhe was 
eſteemed a miracle of learning. Abelard, in a 
letter he wrote to the religious of his new houſe, 
ſays expreſsly, that Heloiſe underſtood theſe three 
languages. The Abbot of Clugni likewiſe, in a 
letter he wrote to her, tells her, the excelled in 
learning not only all ker ſex, but the greateſt part 
of men T. And in the calendar of the houſe of - 
the Paraclete ſhe is recorded in theſe words: „He- 


Ego Petrus Cluniacenſis Abbas, qui Pet, Abe 
lardum in Monachum Cluniacenſem recepi, et corpus ejus 
furtim delatum Heloiſſa Abbatiſſee et Monialibus Para- 
cleti concęſſi, authoritate omnipotentis Dei et ommiuns 
3 abſoluo eum pro officio ab omnibus peccans 
vis, 

I Studio tuo et mulieres omnes eviciſli; et peut vires 
ni ver ſes ſuperaſti. Abel. Op. | 
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« loiſe, mother and firſt Abbeſs of this place, fa. 


* mous for her learning and religion.“ I mu 

not here paſs hy a cuſtom the religious of the Pa. 

raclete now have, to commemorate how learned 

their firſt Abbeſs was in the Greek, which is, that 

every year on the day of Pentecoſt they perform 

divine ſervice in the Greek tongue. What a n. 
diculous. vanity | | 

Francis D'Ambo'ſe tells, how ſubtilly on Wi + 

day ſhe ſatisfied St. Bernard, upon his aſking he | 

- . why, in her abhey, when = recited the Lord' | 

Prayer, they did not ſay, ** Give us this day our 

* daily bread,” but Give us this day our ſuper 

* ſubflantial bread,” by an argument drawn fron 

the original, affirming we ought to follow the 

Greek verſion of the Goſpel St. Matthew wrote in 

Hebrew. Without doubt it was not a little ſur 

priling to St. Bernard to hear a woman pole hin 

in e controverſy, by citing a Greek text. T 

true, ſome authors ſay, Abelard made this an- 

| ſwer to St. Bernard, after hearing from Heloile, 

that objections were made to that form of prayer, 

However the caſe was, a woman with a ſmall 

competency of learning * in thoſe times pals 

for a miracle: and though ſhe might not equi 

thoſe deſcriptions which have been given of her, 

yet ſhe may deſervedly be placed in the rank of 

women of the greateſt learning. Nor was ſhe le 

remarkable for her piety, patience, and reſigns 

tion, during her ſickneſſes, in che latter part of her 

life. She died the 17th of May, 1163. Tis ſaid 

ſhe deſired to be buried in the ſame tomb wil 

her Abelard, though that probably was hot exe- 

cuted. Francis D'Amboiſe ſays, he aw at tht 

Envent-the tombs of the founder and foundrel 

near together, However, a manutcript of Tous 
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gives us an account of an extraordinary miracle 
which happened when Abelard's grave was open- 
ed for Heloiſe's body, namely, that Abelard 
ſtretched out his arms to receive her, and em- 
braced her cloſely, though there were twenty good 
years paſſed ſince he died. But that is a finall 
matter to a writer of miracles. / 

I ſhall conclude this Hiftory with an epitaph 
on Abelard, which the Abbot of Clugni ſcat He- 
loiſe, and which is now to be read on his tomb, 
It hath nothing in it delicate either for thought or 
language, and will ſcarcely bear a tranſlation. 
It is only added here for the fake of the curious, 
and as an inſtance of the reſpest paid to the me- 
mory of ſo great a man, and one whom envy had 
loaded with the greateſt defamations. 


- 


PIRLS „ae petra latitat, quem mundus 
Vmeruin 
Clamaubats fed 1am idera ids habent. 
Sol erat hie Colts, ſod cum am fata tulerunt : 
Frg9 carer Regqiv Gallica Sole fun, 
Lle {crons quid quid ft ulli ſcibilt, vicit 
Artifices, artes aſonue docenie docens. | 
Uncec mæ Mai Poirum rapurre Calcnde. 
Privantes Log'ices atria Rege quo. 
EV ſatis, in tum: ls Petrus hic jacit Abelardusy + 
Cui ſult patuit ſcibile quid quid erat. 


(Ge EEORUM Socrates, Plato maximus Heſpe- 
riarum 

Nofter Brillcte'es, Logicis C gulcumque furrunt} 

ant par aut meliny 4 fte um cogntinus Ori 

Princes, (ngenio varius, ſubtilis et acer. 
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Omnia wi ſuperans rationis et arte loquendi, 
Abelardus erat. Sed nunc magts omnia vincit, 
Cum Cluniacenſem Monachum, moremque pre 
te uSs 

Ad Chriftt veram trankuit philoſaphiam, » 
In qua lgeve bene complens ultima vitæ, 
Philoſophis quandoque bonis fe connumerandun 
" Spem dedit, undenas Maio renovante Calendas. 
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I. 
ABELARD to PHlLINTUS. 


It may be proper to acquaint the reader, that the 
following Letter <was wwritten by Abelard io a 
Friend, to comfort bim under ſome afflitions 
which had befallen him, by a recital of his own 
ſufferings, which kad been much heavier. It 
contains a particular account of his amour with . 
Hloiſe, and the unhappy conſequences of it. 
This Letter was written ſeveral years after 
Abelard"s ſeparation from Heloije. 25 


T HE laſt time we were together, Philintus, you 

gave me a melancholy account of your miſ- 
fortunes, I was ſenſibly touched with the relation, 
and like a true friend bore a {hare in your griefs. 
What did I not fay to ſtop your tears? I laid 
before you all the reaſons philoſophy could fur. 
wiſh, which I thought _ any ways ſoften the 
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you; and think this no 


ſtrokes of fortune: but all theſe endeavours have 
proved uſeleſs: grief I perceive has whoily ſeized 
your ſpirits ; and your prudence, far from aſſiſt- 
ing, Gerda quite to have forſaken you. But my 
{kilfvl friendſhip has found out an expedient to 
relieve you, Attend to me a moment, hear but 
the ſtory of my misfortunes; and yours, Philintus, 
will be norhing, if you compare them with thoſe of 
the loving and unhappy Abelard. Obſerve, I be- 
ſeceh you,” at what expence I ?nfcavour to ſerye 
mal mark of my affection; 
for I ani going to preſent you with the relation 
of ſuch k. Ba as it is impoſſible for me to re- 
collect without picrcing my heart with the moſt 
ſenſible affliction. * 5 
You knew the place where I was born, but 
not perhaps that I was born with thoſe. com- 


plexional taults which ſtrangers charge upon our 


nation, an extreme lightnels of temper, and great 
inconflancy. I trankly own it, and. ſhall be as 
free to acquaint you with thoſe good qualities 
which were obſerved in me. I had a natoral vi- 
vacity and aptneſs for all the polite arts. My 
father was a gentleman, and a man of good parts; 
he loved the wars, but ditfcred in his ſentuments 
from many who. follow that profeſhon, He 
thought it no praiſe to be illiterate; but in the 
camp he knew how to converſe at the ſame time 
with the Muſes and Bellona. He was the ſame 
in the management of his family, and tosk equal 
care to form his. children to the ſtudy of polite 
learning, as to their military exerciſes. As J 
was his eldeſt, and conſequently his favourite ſon, 
he took more than ordinary care of my education 
I had a natural genius for ſtudy, and made an 
Extraozdinary progreſs in it, Smitten with tat 
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lore of hooks, and the praiſes which on all ſides 
were beſtowed upon me, I aſpired to no reputation 
but what procceded from learning. To my bro- 
thers 1 lett the glory of battles, aud the pomp of 
triumphs z nay more, I yielded them up my 
birth-right and patrimony. I knew neceflity 
was the great ſpur to ſtudy, and was afraid [ 
ſhonld not merit the title of Learned, if I diſtin- 
gviſned myielf from others by nothing but a 
more plenttiul fortune, Of all the ſciences, lo- 
gick was the molt to my taſte. Such were the 
arms I choſe to profeſs. Furniſhed with the wea 
pons of ren ſoning, I took pleaſure in going to pub- 
hek ditputations, to win tropuics z and wherever I 
heard that this art flouriſhed, I ranged, like ano- 
ther Alexander, from province to province, to 
ſeck new adverſaries, with whom I might try my 
ſtrength. | 

The ambition T had to become formidable in 
logick led me at laſt to Paris, the centre of polite- 
uels, and where the ſcience I was ſo ſmitten with 
had uſually been in the greateſt perfection. I put 
myſelf under the diiection of one Champeaux, a 
profeſſor, who had acquired the character of the 
moſt ſxiliul philotopher ot his age, by negative ex- 
cellencies only, by being the icaſt ignorant. He 
received me with great demonſtrations of kindnels, 
but I was not fo happy as to pleaſe him long: I + 
was too knowing m the ſubjects he diſcourſed upon. 
T ofien cunſutcd his notions z often in our dityu- 
tinons I puthei a good argument fo home, that 
all lus ſubtlety was not able to elude its force. It 
was impoſſible be thovid ſee himſelf ſurpaſled by 
Eis ſch lar without reſentment, It is tometimes 
dap gerous to have! too much merit. 

Envy - incrcaſed againſt me proportionably te 
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my reputation, My enemies endtavoured to in- 
terrupt my progreſs, but their malice only! pro. 
voked my courage; and meaſuring my abilities 
by the jealouſy I had raiſed, I thought I had no 
farther occaſion for Champeaux's Les: but 
rather that I was ſufficiently qualified to read to 
others, I ſtood for a place that was vacant at 
Melun. My maſter uſed all his artifice to deflat 
my hopes, but in vain; and on this occaſion, I 
triumphed over his cunning, as before I had done 
over his learning. My lectures were always 
crowded, and my beginnings ſo fortunate, that [ 
entirely obſcured the renown of my famous matter, 
Fluſhed with theſe happy conqueſts,” I removed to 
Corbeil, to attack the maiters there, and fo eſta- 
bliſh my character of the ableſt logician. The 
violence of travelling threw me into a dangerous 
diſtemper, and not being able to recover my 
ſtrength, my phyſicians, who perhaps were in a 
league with Champeaux, adviſed me to remove to 
my native air. Thus I voluntarily baniſhed 
myſelf for ſome years, I leave you to imagine 
wheti.er my abſence was not regretted by the bet- 
ter fort, At length I recovered my health, when 
I received news that my greateſt adverſary had 
taken the habit of a monk. You may think it 
was an act of penitence for having perſecuted me; 
quite contrary, *twas ambition: he reſolved to 
raiſe himſelf to ſome church dignity, therefore 
fell into the beaten track, and took en him the 
garb of feigned auſterity ; for this is the eaſieſt 
and ſhorteſt way to the higheſt eccleſiaſtical digui- 
ties. His wiſhes were ſucceſsful, and he ohtain- 
ed a biſhoprick: yet did he not quit. Paris, and the 
care of the ſchools: he went to his dioceſe to 
gather in his revenucs, but retucncd and paſſed 
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the reſt of his time in reading lectures to thoſe 

few pupils who followed him. After this I of- 

ten engaged with him, and may reply to you as 
Ajax did to the Greeks 


If you demand the fortune of that day, 


When flaked on this right hand your honours lar, 


If I dil 10t oblige the foe to yield, 
Yet did I never buſely quit the field. 


About this time my father Beranger, who to the 
age of ſixty had lived very agreeably, retired from 
the world, and ſhut himſelf up in a cloiſter, where 
he offered up to heaven the languid remains of a 
lite he could make no farther ule of. My mother, 
who was yet young, took the ſame reſolution, 
She turned a oats, but did not entirely aban- 
don the ſatisfactious of life, Her friends were 
continually at the grate; and the monaſtery, 
when one has an inclination to make it ſo, is ex- 
cecding charmirg and pleaſant, I was preſent 
when my mother was prefefled, At my return 
I re(Gived to ſtudy divinity, and inquired for a 
director in that ſtudy. I was recommended to 
one Anſelm, the very oracle of his time; but 
to give you my own opinion, one more venerable 
for his age and wrinkles, than for bis genius or 
learning. If you conſulted him 2 difſi- 
culty, the ſure conſequence was to be much more 


vncertain in the point. They who only ſaw him 
zumired him, but thoſe who rraſoned with him 
were extremely diffausfied, He was a great 
maſter of werds, and talked much, but meant no- 
thing, His diſcourſe was a fire, which inſtead 
ol enlightening obicured every thing with its 
woke; @ wee brautificd with a variety of leaves 
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and branches, but barren. I came to him with 
a deſire to learn, but found him like the fig-tree 
ip the Goſpel, or the old oak to which Lucan 
compares Pompey. I continued not long under. 
meath his ſhadow. I took for my guides the pri- 
mitiye fathers, and boldly launched inte the 
ocean of the holy ſcriptures, In a ſhort time I 
made ſuch a progreſs, that others choſe me for 
+ their director. The number of my ſcholars was 
incredible, and the gratuities I received from them 
were anſwerable to the great reputation I had 
acquized. Now I found myſelf ſafe in the har- 
bour, the ſtorms were paſſed, and the rage of my 
enemies had ſpent ;felf without effect. Happy, 
had I known to make a right uſe of this calm! 
ut when the mind is molt eaſy, tis moſt expo- 
ſed to love, and even ſecurity here is the molt 
dangerous ſtate» 
And now, my friend, I am going to expoſe to 
ou all my weakneſſes. All men, I believe, are 
under a neceſſity of paying tribute, at ſome time 
or other, to love, and it is vain to ſtrive to avoid 
it, I was a philoſopher, yet this tyrant of the 
mind triumphed over all my wiſdom ; his darts 
were of greater force than - Fs reaſonings, and 
with a ſweet conſtraint he led me whither he pleaſed, 
Heaven, amidſt an abundance of bleſſings with 
which 1 was intoxicatec, threw in a heavy afffic- 
tion. I became a moſt ſignal example of its 
vengeance; and the more unhappy, becauſe, hav- 
ing deprived me of the means of accompl.ſhing 
my latistaction, it left me to the Tury of my crimi- 
nal deſires. I will teil you, my dear friend, the 
particulars of my ſtory, and leave you to judge 
whether I deſerved to tevere 2 correction. 
I had alvnys an avernon for thoſe 1:gat women 
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whom it is areproach to purſue; TI was ambitions 
in my choice, and wiſhed to find ſome obſtacles, 
that I might ſurmount them with the greater glory 
nid pleaſure. a 

There was in Paris a young creature (ah Phi- 
knius!) formed in a prodigality of nature, to 


few mankind a finiſhed compoſition, dear He- 


loiſe ! the reputed niece of one Fulbert, a Canon. 
Her wit and her beauty would have fired the dul- 
leſt and moſt inſenſible heart; and her education 
was equally admirable. Heloiſe was miſtreſs of the 
moſt polite arts. You may eafily imagine that this 
did not a little help to captivate me. I ſaw her, 
I loved her: I rctolved to endeavour to engage 
er affections. The thirſt of glory cooled imme- 
diately in my heart, and all my 1 were 
loſt in this new one. I thought of nothing but 
Ucloiſe, every thing brought her image to my.” 
wind, I was penſive, reſtleſs, and my paſſion 
was fo violent as to admit of no reſtraint. I was 
always vain and preſumptive; I flattered myſelf 
a cady with the mcſt bewitching hopes. My re- 
putation had ſpread itſelf every where; and could a 
virtuous lady reſiſt 2 man that had confounded all 
the learned of the age? J was young could 
me ſhew an inſenſibility to tuhoſe vows which my 
heart never formed for any but herſelf? My 
perſon was advantageous enough, and by my dreſs. 
no one would have ſuipected me for a Doctor; 
end dreſs, you Know, is not a little engaging 
with women. Beſides, I had wit enough to 
write a billet-doux, and hoped, if ever ſhe 
permiticd my abſent ſelf to entertain her, ſhe 
rang read with picaſure thole breathings of my 
cart. 
Filled with theſe notions, I chought of nothing 
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but the means to ſpeak to her. Loyers either find 
or make all things eaſy. By the offices of com- 
mon friends, I gained the acquaintance of Ful. 
bert. And can you believe it, Philintus ? he al- 
lowed me the privilege of his table, and an apart- 
ment in his houſe, I paid him indeed a condi 
able ſum, for perſons of his character do nothing 
without money. But what would I not have giv. 
en? You, my dear friend, know what love is; 
imagine then what a pleaſure it muſt have been to 
a heart ſo inflamed as mine, to be always fo near 
the dear object of deſire! I would not have ex- 
changed my happy condition for that of the 
_ monarch upon earth. I ſaw Heloile, I 
poke to her —each action, each confuſed look, 
told her the trouble of my ſoul : and ſhe, on 


the other fide, gave me ground to hope for every 


thing from her generoſity. Fulbert defired me to 
inſtruct her in philoſophy ; by this means I found 
opportunities of being w private with her, and 
yet I was ſure of all men the moſt timorous in 
declaring my pallion. n 

As I was with her one day alone, “Charming 
Heloiſe, ſaid I bluſhing, it you know yourſelf, 
you will not be ſurprized with that paſſion you have 
inſpired me with. Uncommon as it is, I can expreſs 
it but with the common terms,——l love you, ado- 


rable Heloiſe ! Till now I thought philoſophy 


made us maſters of all our paſſions, and that it 


was a refuge from the ſtorms in which weak mor- 
tals are toſſed and ſhipwrecked : but you have de- 
ſtroyed my ſecurity, and broken this philoſophic 


courage, I have deſpiſed riches : Honour and its 


pageantries could never raiſe a weak thought in 


me; Beauty alone has fired my ſoul ; happy if 
ihe who raiſed this paſſion, kindly receives the 
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declaration; but if it is an offence'”'—————<@ No, 
replied Heloiſe; ſhe muſt be very ignorant of your 
merit, who can be offended at your paſſion. But 
tor my own repoſe, I wiſh either that yeu had not 
made'this declaration, or that I were at liberty not 
to ſuſpec᷑t your ſincerity. Ah! divine Heloiſe, 
ſaid J, flir ging myſelf at her feet, I ſwear by 


yourſelf”—1 was going on to convince her of the 


truth of my paſſion, but heard a noiſe, and it 
was Fulbert. There was no avciding it, but I 
muſt do a violence to my denre, and ange the 
diſcourſe to ſome other ſubject, After this, I 
found frequent opportunities to ſree Heloiſe from 
thoſe ſuſpicions, which the general inſincerity of 
men had raiſed in her; and ſhe tco much defred 
what I ſaid were truth, not to believe it. Thus there 
was a moſt happy underſtanding between us. The 
lame houſe, the {ame love, united our perſons and 
our deſires. How many ſoft moments did we 
paſs together! We took all opportunities to ex- 
preſs to each other our mutual affeCtions, and 
were ingenious in contriving incidents which 
might give us 2 plauſible occahon of meeting, 
Pyramus and Thiibe's diſcovery of the crack in 
the wall, was but a {light repreſentation of our love 
and its ſagacity. In the dead of night, when Ful- 
bert and his domelticks were in a ſound fleep, we 
improved the time proper to the {weet theits of 
love, Not contenting ourſelves, like thoſe unfor- 
tunate lovers, with giving inſipid kiſſes to a wall, 
we made uſe of all th: moments of our charming 
Interviews. In the place where we met we had nv 
lions to fear, and the ſtudy of philoſophy ſerved 
us for a bid. But I was fo far from making 
advances in the ſciences, that I loſt all my taſte ot 
them, and when I was obliged to go from the ſig it 
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of my dear miſtreſs to my philsſophical exerciſe, 


*twas with the utmoſt regret and melancholy, 
Love is incapable of being concealed ; a word, a 
look, na Clones fpeaks it. My ſcholars diſeo- 
vered it firſt ; they ſaw I had no longer that viva. 
city of thought to which all things were ealy ; J 
could now do nothiag but write verſes to ſoothe 
my paſſion : I quitted Ariſtotle and his dry max. 
ms, to practiſe the precepts of the more ingenious 
Ovid. Noday aſſed in which I did not compoſe 
amoerons verſes. Love was my inſpiring Apollo, 
My ſongs were ſpread abroad, and gained me fre- 
quent applauſes. Thoſe who were in love as! 
was, took a pride in learning them ; and by 
luckily applying my thoughts and verſes, have 
obtained tavours, which perhaps they could not 
otherwiſe have gained. This gave our amour 
ſuch an eclat, tat the loves of Heloiſe and Abe- 
lard were the ſubject of all converſations. 
The town-talk at laſt reached Fulbert's ears. 
It was with great difficulty he gave credit to what 
he heard, for he loved his niece, and was prcju- 
diced in my favour ; but upon cloſer examination, 
he began to be leſs incredulous. He ſurprized us 
in one of our more ſoft converſations. How fa- 
tal ſometimes are the conſequences of curiolity! 
The anger of Fulbert ſeemed too moderate on this 
occaſion, and I feared in the end ſome more heavy 
revenge. It is impoſlible to exprels the grief and 
regret which filled my ſoul, when I was obliged 
to leave the Canon's houſe and my dear Helo 
But this ſeparation of our perions the more firmly 
united our minds; and the de{perate condition we 
were reduced to, made us capable of attempting 
any thing. . | | 
My ivuigues gave me but little ſuame, id ove 
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ingly did I eſteem tho occaſion, T hink what tlie 


gay young Divinities ſaid, when Vulcan caught 
Mars and the Goddeſs of Beauty in his net, and 
impute it all tome, Fulbert ſurprized me with 
Heloiſe, and what man that had a foul in him 
would not have borne any igndminy on the ſame 
conditions? The next day I provided myſelf 
with a private lodging near the loved houſe, being 
reſolved not to abandon my prey. I continued 
ſome time without appearing publickly, Ah, how 
long did thoſe few moments ſeem to me! When 
we fall from a ſtate of happineſs, with what im- 
patience do we bear our misfortunes ! 

It being impoſſible that I could live without 
ſeeing Heloiſe, I endeavoured to engage her ſer- 
vant, whofe name was Agaton, in my intereſt. 
She was brown, well-ſhaped, of a. perſon ſuperior 
to the ordinary rank; her features regular, and 
ker eyes ſparkling; fit to raiſe love in any man 
whoſe heart was not prepoſſeſſed by another paſ- 
ſion, I met her alone, and/intreated her to have 
pity on a diſtreſſed She anſwered, ſhe 
would undertake any thing to ſerve me, but there 
was a reward. At theſe words I opened my 


purſe, and ſhewed the ſhining metal which lays 


alleep guards, forces a way through rocks, and 
loftens the hearts of the moſt obdurate fair. You 


are miſtaken, ſaid ſhe, ſmiling and ſhaking her 


head—you do not know me, Could gold tempt 
me, a rich Abbot takes his night ſtation, and 
ungs under my window : he offers to ſend me to 
dis abbey, which, be ſays, is ſituate in the mot 
peaſant country in the world. A courtier offers me 
a conſiderable ſum, and afſures me I need havs 
no apprehenſions; for if our amours have conie- 
quences, he will marry me to his gentleman, aud 
1 G 
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give him a handſome employment; to ſay ng 
thing of a young officer, who patroles aboy 
here every night, and makes his attacks after a 
imaginable forms. It muſt be love only whid 
could oblige him to follow me ; for I have not, lik 
your great ladies, any rings or jewels to tem 
him. Yet during all his ſiege of love, his feathy 
and his embroidered coat have not made ay 
breach in my heart: I ſhall not quickly þ 
brought to capitulate; I am too faithful to ny 
firſt conqueror”—and then ſhe looked earneſtly a 

me, I anſwered, I did not underſtand her di 
courſe. She replicd, ** For a man of ſenſe and gab 
Jantry, you have a very flow apprehenſion. I a 

in love with you, Abelard; I know you adan 
Keloiſe, I do not blame you; I defire only to ex: 

joy the ſecond place in your affections. I have 1 
tender heart, as well as my miſtreſs. You ing 
without difficulty make returns to my paiſion. N 

not perplèx yourſelf with unfaſhionable ſcruples 

A. prudent man vught to love ſeveral at the ſans 
time: if one mould, fail, he is not then left uns 
provided.” 
You cannot imagine, Philintus, how much Wipe 

was ſurprized at theſe words; ſo entirely did | 
iove Heloiſe, that without reflecting whether Ags 

ton ſpoke any thing reaſonable or not, I imme 
diately left her. When 1 had gone a little wa 
from her, I looked back, and ſaw her biting lap 
nails in the rage of diſappointment, which matt 
me fear ſome Fatal conſequences. She haſtened o 
Fulbert, and told him the offer I had made hey 
but I ſuppoſe concealed the other part of the ſtary, 
The Canon never forgave this affront : I alter 
wards perceived he was more deeply concerned fo 

his niece, than I at firſt imagined, Let no l 
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ereafter follow my example: a woman rejected 
an outrageous creature, Agaton was day and 
gut at her window, on purpoſe to keep me at a 


e lance from her miſtreſs, and ſo gave her own 
lants opportunity enough to diſplay their ſeveral 
blues. 5 
l was infinitely 3 what courſe to take: 
Wt aft 1 applied myſelf to my Heloiſe's ſinging- 


aſter. The ſhining metal which had no effect 
pon Agaton, charmed him ; he was excellently 
ualified for conveying a billet with the greateſt 
exteriry and ſecrecy, He delivered one of mine 
> Heloiſe, who, according to my appointment, 
yas ready at the end of a garden, ti wall of 
hich I ſcaled by a ladder of ropes, I confeſs to 
you all my failings, Philintus, How would my 
nemies, Champeaux and Anſelm, have triumph- 
d, had they ſeen the redoubted philoſopher in 
uch a wretched condition! Well—J met my 
oul's joy, my Heloiſe. I ſhall not deſcribe her 
ranſports, they were not long; for the firſt news 
eloiſe acquainted me with, plunged me into a 
bouſand diſtractions. A floating Delos was to 
e ſought for, where ſhe might be ſafely delivered 
df a burthen ſhe began already to feel. Without 
oling much time in debating, I made her preſent. 


ey quit the Canon's houſe, and at break of day 

a epart for Britany ; where ſhe, like another god- 
bes, gave the world another Apollo, which my 

nad ter took care of, 

ed vi This carrying off Heloiſe was ſufficient revenge 


hep pon Fulbert. It filled him with the deepeſt con- 

ein, and had like to have deprived him of all 

le little ſhare of wit which Heaven had allowed 

um. His ſorrow and * gave the cenſo- 
2 . 
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rious an occaſion of ſuſpecting him for ſomething 
more than the uncle of Heloiſe. 

In ſhort, I began to pity his misfortune, and u 
think this robbery which love had made me com- 
mit was a ſort of treaſon, I endeavoured to a 
peaſe his anger by a ſincere confeſſion of all that 
was paſt, and by hearty engagements to many' 
Heloiſe ſecretly. He gave me his conſent, and 
with many proteſtations and embraces confirmed 
our reconciliation, But what dependance can be, 
made on the word of an ignorant Devotee.. Hz 
was only plotting a cruel revenge, as you will le: 
by what follows, | 
I took a journey into Britany, in order to bring 

back my dear Heloiſe, whom I now conſidered u 
my wife. When I had acquainted her with what 
had paſſed between the Canon and me, I found 
"ſhe was of a contrary opinion to me. She urged 
all that was poſſible to divert me from marriage; 
that it was a bond always fatal to a philolopher; 
that the cries of children and cares of a family 
were utterly inconſiſtent with the tranquillity and 
application which the ſtudy of philoſophy required. 
She quoted to me all that was written on the ſub- 
ject by Theophraſtus, Cicero, and above all in. 
ſiſted on the unfortunate Socrates, who quitted 
life with joy, becauſe by that means he left Xan- 
tippe. Will it not be more agreeable to me, ſaid 
the, to ſee myſelf your miſtrels than your wile? 
And vill notlove have more pon er than marriage 
to keep our hearts firmly united ? Pleaſures taſted 
ſparingly, and wich difficulty, have always 4 
higher reliſh, while every thing, by being caſy and 
common, grows flat and inſipid.“ | 

'] was unmoved by all this reai®hing. Heiße 
prevailed upon my ſiſter to engage me. Lucilh 
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cer that was her name) taking me aſide one tay, 
ſaid, What do ycu intend, brother? Is it poſſi- 
tie that Abelard ſhould in carneſt think of mar- 
u. ring Heloiſe? She ſeems indeed to deſerve a 
F. perpetual affection; beauty, 2 and learning, 
a that can mak*® a perſon valuable, meet in her. 
8 You may adore all this if you pleaſe 3 but not to 
daten you, what is beauty but a flower, Which 
el way be blaſted by the leaſt fit of ſickneſs? When 
vn rr features, with which you have been to cap- 
be BW vated, chall be ſunk, and thoſe graces loſt, you 
l vi too late repent that you have eutangled your- 
{If in a chain, from which death only can free 
7 cu. I ſhall fee you reduced to the married man's 
u only hope of ſurvivorſhip, Do you think learn- 
ua mg ought to make Heloiſe more amiable ? I know 
oe is not one of thoſe affected females, who are 
ed continually opprefſing you with fine ſpecches, exi- 
ei cciäng books, and deciding upon the merit of au- 
ers. When ſuch a one is in the fury of her 
WW <:icourſe, huſband, friends, and ſervants, all fly 
1 before her. Heloiſe has cot this fault; yet tis 
d woubleſome not to be at liberty to uſe the leaſt 
by Improper expreſhon before a wife, which you 
n beer with pleaſure from a - miſtreſs. But 
oy Io ſay you are ture of the affections of He- 
x iſe; I believe it; ſhe has given you no ordi- 
==) proofs. But can you be ſure marriage will. 
evo be che tomb of her love? The name of huſ- 
bend and maſter are always harſh, and Heloiſe will 


not be the phoenix you now think her. Will the 
pot be a woman? Come, come, the head of a 
ptuloſopher is leſs ſecurc than thoſe of other men.“ 
My lifter grew warm in the argument, and was 
zoing on to give me a hundred more xcaſous of 
| G 3 
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this kind; but I angrily interfupted her, telling 
her only, that ſhe did not know Heloiſe. | 
A few days after we departed together from 
Britany, and came to Paris, where I compleated 
my projet. *Twas my intent my marriage ſhould 
be kept ſecret, and therefore Heloiſe retired among 
the nuns at Argenteuil. 
I now.thonght Fulbert's anger diſarmed; I lived 
in peace; but alas! our marriage proved but x 
weak defence againſt bis revenge. Obſerve, Phi. 
limtus, to what a barbarity he purſued it! He 
bribed my ſervants; an aſſaſſin came into my bed. 
chamber by night with a razor in his hand, and 
found me in a deep ſleep, I ſuffered the moſt 
ſhameful puniſhment that the revenge of an enemy 
could invent; in ſhort, without loſing my life, [ 
Joſt my manhood. I was puniſhed indeed in the 
offending part; the deſire was left me, but not 
the poſſibility of ſatisfying the paſſion. So cruel 
an action eſcaped not unpuniſhed : the villain 
ſuffered the ſame infliciion ; poor comfort for { 
wretrievable an evil! I confeſs to you, ſhame 
more than any fincere penitence made me reſolveto 
hide myſelf from the fight of men, yet could! 
not ſeparate. myſelf from my Heloiſe, Jealonly 
took poſſeſſion of my mind; and at the very ex. 
pence of her happineſs I decreed to diſappoint all 
rivals, Before I put myſelf in a cloyſter, I ob- 
Eged her to take the habit, and retire into the nun- 
nery of Argenteuil. I remember ſomebody would 
have oppoſed her making ſuch a cruel ſacrifice d 
herſelf, but ſhe anſwered in the words of Cornelia 
after the death of Pompey the Great; 


—— O Conjux, ego te ſcelerata peremi. 
— Te fataextrema petlente 
ita digna ſui ? Moriar — &c. 
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% O my lov'd Lord! our fatal marriage draws 
« On thee this doom, and I the guilty cauſe ! 
Then whiilt thou get. th' extremes of fate to 


t © prove, | 
# I'll thare that fate, and expiate thus my love.“ 


Speaking theſe verſes, ſhe marched up to the al- 


tar, and took the veil with a conſtancy which J 
could not have expected in a woman who. had ſo 
high a taſte of pleaſures which ſhe might ſtiil en- 
joy. I bluſhed at my own weakneſs, and with- 
out deliberating a moment longer, I buried my- 
ſelf in a cloyſter, reſolved to vanquiſh a fruitleſs 
paſſion. I now reflected that God had chaſtiſed 
me thus grievouſly, that he might ſave me from 
that deſtruction in which J had like to have been 
ſwallowed up. In order to avoid idleneis, the 
unhappy incendiary of thoſe criminal flames 
which had ruined me in the world, I endeavour- 
ed in my retirement to put thoſe talents to a good 
uſe which I had before fo much abuſed. I gave 
the novices rules of divinity agreeable to the 
holy Fathers and Councils, In the mean. while 
the enemies which my new fame had raiſed up, 
and eſpecially Alberic and Lotulf, - who, after 
the death of their maſters Champeaux and An- 
ſelm, *{ſſumed the ſovereignty of learning, began 
to attack me. Tbey loaded me with the falleſt *- 
imputations, and, notwithitanding all my de- 
tence, I had the mortification to ſee my books 
condemned by a Council, and burnt. his was 
a cutting ſorrow, and believe me, Philintus, the 
former calamity I ſuffered by the crueity of Ful- 
bert, was nothing in compariſon to this. 

The affront 1 had. newly received, and the 
ſcandalous debaucheries of the monks, obliged 
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me to baniſh myſelf, and retire near to Nogent, 
I lived in a delart, where I flattered myſelf [ 
ſhould avoid fame, and be ſecure from thema. 
lice of my enemies. I was again deceived, The 
gefire of being taught by me, drew crowds of 
auditors even thither. Many left the towns and 
their houſes, and came and lived in tents ; tor 
herbs, coarſe fare, and hard lodging, they aban- 
doned the delicacies of 2. plentitul table and eaſy 
hte. I locked like the prophet in the wildernels 
attended by his diſciples My lecturcs were 
perfectly clear from all that had been condemned. 
And happy had it been if our ſolitude had been 
inacceſſible to envy! Wach the conſiderable gra- 
tuities I received, I built a chapel, and dedicated 
it to the Holy Ghoſt, by the name of the Para- 
clete, 'Thecrage of my enemies now awakened 
s gain, and forced me to quit this retreat. This 
I did without much difficulty. But firſt the Bi- 
ſhop of Troies gave me leave to eſtabliſn there a 
nunnery, which I did, and committed the care 
of it to my dear Heloiſe, When 1 had ſettled 
her here, can you belteve it, Philintus? I ] 

her, without taking any leave. I did not warp? 
der long without any ſettled habitation ; for the 

Duke cf Britany, informed of wy mizfortunes, 


named ine to. the Abbey oi St. Guildas, where [ al 
now am, and where I tutter every day freſh per- f 
lecutions, 01 
I live in a barbarous country, the language of | 
which 1 do not ungeritand ; 1 have no conver- U 
ſation but with the rudeit people. My walks * 
are on the inaccciuble thore of a ſea which is Ct 
perpetually ſtormy, My monks are only known 0 
by their diſteluseneſs, and living without any x 


rule or der. Could you ice the abbey, Philige 
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tus, you would not call it one, 'The doors and 
walls are without any ornament, exc the 


heads of wild boars and hinds“ feet, which are 


nailed up againſt them, and the hides of fright- 
ful auimals. The cells are hung with the ſkins 
of deer. The monks have not ſo much as a 
beil to wake them ; the cocks aud dogs ſupply 
that defect. In ſhort, they paſs their whole days 
in hunting. Would to Heaven that were their 
createſt fault! or that their pleaſures termmateg 
there! I endeavour in vain to recal them to their 
duty ; they all combine againſt me, and I only 
expole myſelf to continual vexations and dan- 
gers. I imagine I ſee every moment a naked 
tword hang over my head. Sometimes they ſur- 
round me, and load me with. infinite abuſes; 
ſometimes they - abandon me, and I am left 
alone to my own tormenting thoughts. I make 
it my endeavour to merit by my ſufferings, 
aud to appeaſe an an God. Sometimes I 
grieve for the loſs of the houſe of the Paraclete, 
ind wiſh to ſee it again. Ah Philintus l does 
nod the love of Heloiſe ſtill burn in my heart? I 


have not yet triumphed over that unhappy pa- 


fon. In the midſt of my retirement I ſigh, I 
weep, I pine, I ſpeak the dear name Heloiſe, and 
am pleaſed to hear the ſound. I complain of the 


ſeverity of Heaven. But oh! let us not deceive . 


ourſelves 3 I have-not made a righÞ uſe of grace, 
Iam thoroughly wretched. I have not yet torn 
from my heart the deep roots which vice has plant- 
ed in it. Fot it my converſion were ſincere, how 


could I take a pleaſure to relate my paſt follies ? 


Could I not more eafily comfort myſelf in my 
atthctions ? Could T'not turn to my advantage 


dale words of God himſelf, © If they have per- 
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« fecuted me, they will alſo perſecute you, If 
ce tlie world hate you, ye know that it hated me 
& alſo.” Come, Philintus, let us make a ſtrong 
effort, turn our misfortunes to our advantage, 
make them meritorious, or at leaſt wipe out our 
offences; let us receive without murmuring 
what comes from the hand of God, and let us 
not oppoſe. our will to his. Adieu! I give you 
advice which could I myſelf follow, I ſhould be E 
happy. 


LETTER 


L E T T E R I. 


| HELOISE to ABEL ARD; 


The foregoing, letter would probably not have 
produced any others, if it had been delivered 
to the perſon to whom it was directed; but 
falling by accident into Heloiſe's hands, who 
knew the character, /he opened it, and read 
it; and by that means her former paſſion 
being awakened, ie immediately ſet herſelf 
to write to her huſband, as follows. 


* To her lord, her father, her huſband, her 
brother, his ſervant, his child, his wiſe, his 
ſiſter, and, to expreſs all that is humble, re- 


ſpeAful, and loving, to her Abelard, Heloije 


writes this. 


A CONSOLATORY letter of yours to a 
friend, happened ſome days ſince to fall 
into my hands. My knowledge of the character, 


Domino ſus, imo Patri; Conjugi fee, imo > ; 
Arcilla ſua, imo Filia ; 20 rus Unor, ine $0707 j 
lade He loiſſa, &c. Abel, Oper. \ 
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and my love of the hand, ſoon gave me the cu. 
nNoſty to open it. In juſtification of the liberty] 
took, I flattered myſelf I might claim a fovereigy 
privilege over every thing which came from you; yo! 
nor was 1 ſcrupulous to break through the rule; im 
of good-breeding, when it was to hear news of me 
Abelard. But how dear did my curiofity cot one 
me! Whar diſturbance did it occaſion ? and Wl 6c: 


« how was I ſurprized to find the whole letter fill. Wi tic! 


ed with a particular and melancholy account of Wl acc 
our misfortunes I met with, my name a hundred Wi vo. 
times; I never ſaw it without fear; ſome heavy Wil 6: 
calamity always followed it. I ſaw yours too, Wi cl: 
equally unhappy. Theſe mournful, but der rai: 


remembrances put my ſpirits into ſuch a vio- Wh vh 


tent motion, that I thought it was tov much to Wl bre 
offer comfort to a friend for a few flight di. un 
graces, by ſuch extraordinary means as the 1. na 
refentation of our ſufferings and revolutions, Wl wh 
hat reflections did I not make? I began to il yo! 
conſider the whole afreſh, and perceived myſeli Wh anc 
preſſed with the fame weight of grief as when we tio! 
firſt began to be miſerable. Though length d liti 
time onght to have cloſed up my wounds, yet Wh ne 


the ſeeing them deſeribed by your hand was fut- } 


ficient to make them all open and bleed atreth, ¶ bei 
Nothing can ever blot from my memory what tun 
you have ſuffered in detence of your wg the! 
I cannot help thinking of the rancorous malice Wh Mit 


of Alberic and Lotult. A cruel uncle, and bee 


injured lover, will be always preſent to my aching Wil tl: 


ght. I thall never forget what enemies your wit 


learning, and what envy your glory raifed again ia 
vou. I ſhall never forget your reputation, o vat 


Juſtly acquired; torn to pieces, and blaſted by 


he intxorable cruelty of halt- learned pretendes 


= 
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to ſcience, Was not your treatiſe of divinity 
condemned to be burnt ? Were you not threat- 
ened with perpetyal impriſonment? In vain 
you-urged in your defence, that your enemies 
impoſed on you opinions quite different from your 
meaning: in vain you condemned thoſe opini- 


| ons ; all was of no effect towards * juſti- 


fication 3 twas reſolved you ſhould a here- 
tick. What did not thoſe two falſe prophets & 
accuſe you of. who declaimed fo ſeverely againſt 
you before the Council of Sens? What ſcan- 
dals were vented on occaſion of the name Para- 
clete given to your chapel]? What a ſtorm was 
raiced againſt you by the treacherous * monks, 
when you did them the honour to be called their 
brother? This hiſtory of our numerous misfor- 
lunes, related in ſo true and moving a manner, 
made my heart bleed wittin me: my tears, 
which I could not reſtrain, have blotted half 
your letter; I wiſh they had eitaced-the whole, 
and that I had reummned it to you i that condi- 
tion: I ſhould then have been ſatisfied with the 
litile time I kept it; but it was demanded of 
me too ſoon, 

I muſt confeſs I was much eaſier in my mind 
before | read your letter, Sure all the mis for- 
tunes of lovers are conveyed to them through” 
their eyes. Upon reading your letter, I, felt All. 
mine renewed, I reproached myſelf tor having” 
been ſo long without venting my forrows, hen 
the rage of our unrelenting enemies ſtill burns 
with the ſame fury. Smee length of ime, which + 
arms the ſtrongeſt hatred, ſeems hut to ↄggra- 
Yate theirs ; ſince it is decreed that your yirtue 


gt. Bernard and St. Norbert. 
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| ſhall be perſecuted, till it takes refuge in the 


rave, and even beyond that, your aſhes per. 4 
= will not be ſuffered to reſt a; peace z let me « 
always meditate on your calamities, let me pub. = 
liſh them through all the world, if poſſible, to 
ſhame an age that has not known how to value th 
you, I will ſpareno one, ſince no one would in. g. 
tereſt himſelf to protect you, and your enemies of 
are never weary of oppreſſing your innocence, Jet 
Alas | my memory is perpetually filled with bit- 14 
ter remembrances of paſt evils, and are there 4 
more to be feared ful? Shall my Abelard be * 
never mentioned without tcars ? Shall the dear of 
name be never {ſpoken but with ſighs? Obſerve, * 
I. beſeech you, to what a wretched condition you = 
have reduced me: ſad, afflicted, without apy f 

ſible comfort, unleſs it proceed from you, p | 
Be not then unkind, nor deny, I beg you, that 85 
little relief which you only can give. Let me A 
have a faithful account of all that concerns you, th 
I would know evety thing, be it ever ſo unfortu- . 
nate. Perhaps, by mingling my ſighs with yours, Wi ,; 
I may make your ſufferings leſs ; if that obler- * 
vation be true, that all ſorrows divided are made ¶ ue 
nn. . ; * 

Tell me not, by way of excuſe, you will ſpare WW m. 
our tears; the tears of women ſhut up in a me- F 
lancholy place, and devoted to penitence, are A 
not to be ſpared. And if you wait for an op- A 
portunity to write pleaſant and agrecable things ry 
to us, you will delay writing too long: proſpe- 10 
rity ſeldom chuſes the fide of the virtuous ; and BY - 
fortune is ſo blind, that in a crowd, in which « 
there is perhaps but one wiſe and brave man, 15 
it is not to be expected ſhe ſhould ſingle him out. for 
Write to me then immediately, and wait not for IJ 


"maracles ; they are too ſcarce, and we too muck 


- 
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accuſtomed to misfortunes to 7 any hap 

turn. I ſhall always have this, if“ you pleaſe, 
and this will be always agreeable to me, that 
when I receive any letters from you, I ſhall know 
yon ſtill remember me. Seneca, (with whoſe 
writings you made me acquainted) as much 2 


y ſtoick as he was, ſeemed to be ſo*very ſeulible 1 


of this kind of pleaſure, that upon opening any 
letters from Lucilius, he. imagined he felt the 
lane delight as when they converſed together, 

I have made it an obſervation ſince our ab- 
ſence, that we are much fonder of the pictures 


of thoſe we love, when they are at a great diſ- 


tance, than when they are near to us. It ſeems 
to me, as if the farther they are removed, their 


pictures grow the more finiſhed, and acquire a 


greater reſemblance : at leaſt our imagination, 
which perpetually figures them to us by the de- 
fire we have of ſeeing them again, makes us 


think ſo. By a pecuhar power, love can make 


that ſeem life itſelf, which, as ſoon as the loved 
object returns, is nothing but a little canvas 
and dead colours. I have your picture in my 
room, I never paſs by it without ſtopping to 
look at it; and yet when you were preſent with 
me, I ſcarce ever caſt my eyes upon it. If a 


picture, which is but a mute repreſentation of an 
object, can give ſuch pleaſure, what cannot let. 


ters inſpire ? They have ſouls, they can ſpeak, 
they have in them all that force which expreſſes 
the tranſports of the heart; they have all che fire 
of our paſſions; they can raiſe them as much 
as if the perſons themſelyes were preſent; they 
haye all the. ſoftneſs and delicacy of ſpeech, aud 
ſometimes a boldnels of expreſſion even beyond 
it, | 

Hz 
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Mie may. Write to. each other; ſo innocent 2 
pleafure is not forbidden us. Let us not loſe, 
through negligence, the only happineſs which is 
left us, and the only one — which the ma- 
lice of our enemies can never raviſh from us. I 
Mall read that you are my huſband, and you 
Mall ſee me addreſs you as a wife. In ſpite of 
all your misfortunes, you may be what you 
. pleaſe in your letters. Letters were firſt invent. 
ed for comforting ſuch ſolitary wretches as my- 
felf, Having loſt the ſubſtantial pleaſures of 
ſeeing and poſſeſſing you, I ſhall in ſome mez- 
ſure compenſate this lots, by the ſatisfaQtion I 
ſhall find in your writing. There I ſhall read 
your moſt ſecret thoughts; I ſhall carry them 
always about me, I ſhall kiſs them every mo- 
ment: if you can be capable of any jealouſy, kt 
it be for the fond careſſes I ſhall beſtow on your 
letters, and envy only the hppineſs of thoſe ni. 
vals. That writing may be no trouble to you, 
write always to me careleſsly, and without. ſtu. 
dy; I had rather read the dictates of the heart 
than of the brain. I cannct live, if you do nd 
tell me you always love me; hut that language 
ought to be ſo natural to you, that I believe you 
cannot ſpeak otherwiſe to me, without great vi0- 
lence to yourſelf, And fince, by that melan- 
choly relation to your friend, you have_awakets 
ed all my ſorrows, it is but reatonable you ſhould 
allay them by ſome marks of an inviolable love. 

I do not — reproach you for the inno- 
cent artifice you made uſe of to comfort a pets 
n in afflit.on, by comparing his misfortung 
to another much greater. Charity is ingeniou 
in finding out ſuch pious artifices, and to h 
commended for uſing them. But do you n 
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* 
nothing more to us than to that friend, be the. 
friendſhip between you ever ſo intimate? We 
are called your ſiſters; we call ourſelves your 
children; and if it were poſſible to think of any 
exprefions which could ſignify a dearer relation, 
or a more affectionate regard and mutual obliga- 
ton between us, we would uſe them: if we 
could be fo ungrateful as not to ſpeak eur juſt 
acknowledgements to you, this church, theſe 
atars, theſe walls, would reproach bur ſilence 
and ſpeak for us. But without leaving it ta 
umt, it will always be a pleaſure to me to ſay, 
that you only are the founder of this houſe 3 it 1g 
wholly your work, You, by inhabiting here, 
have given fame and ſanction to a place, known 
betere only for robberies and murders. You have 
in the literal ſenſe made the den of thieves a 
houſe of prayer. Theſe cloyſters owe nothin 
to publick charities z our walls were not raife 
by the uſury of publicans, nor their foundations 
gin baſe extortion, The God whom we ſerve, 
ſees nothing but innocent riches, and harmleſs 
yotaries, whom you haye placed here, Whate- 
ver this young vineyard is, is owing all to you 
and it is your part to employ your whole cars to 
eultiv2te and improve it: this ought to be gne of 
the principal affairs of your life. Though our 
oly renunciation, our vows, and our mannep 
of life ſrem to ſecure us from all temptations z 
though our walls afid grates probibit all ap- 
proaches, yet 'tis the outiide only, the bark of 
tte tree, is covered from injuries; while the 
lap of original corruption may imperceptibl 
ſpread within, even to the heart, and prove fat 
tothe muſt promiſing plantation, unleſs continual 
care be taken to cultivate and ſecure it. Virtue 
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in us is grafted upon nature and the woman; 
the one is weak, and the other is always change. 
able. To plant the Lord's vine is a work of no 
little labour; and after it is planted, it will re. 
quire great application and diligence to manure 
it. The Apoſtle of the Gentiles, as great a la. 
bourer as he was, ſays, he hath . planted, and 
Apollos hath watered, but 'tis God that gives 
the increaſe. Paul had planted the goſpel among 
the Corinthians, by his holy and earneſt preach. 
ing; Apollos, a zealous diſciple of that great 
maſter, continued to cultivate it by frequent ex- 
hortations; and the grace of God, which their 
conſtant prayers implored for that church, made 
the endeavours of both ſucceſsful. X 
This ought to be an example for your con- 
duct towards us. I know you are not flothful; 
yet your labours are not directed to us; your 
cares are waſted upon a ſet of men, whoſe 
thoughts are only earthly, and you refule to 
reach out your hand to ſupport thoſe who are 
weak and ſtaggering, in their way to Heaven, 
and who with all their endeavours can ſcarcely 
preſerve themſelves from falling. You fling the 
pearls of the goſpel before ſwine, when you ſpeak 
to thoſe who are filled with the good things of 
this world, and nouriſhed with tire fatneſs of the 
earth; and you negle& the innocent ſheep, who, 
tender as they are, would yet follow you through 
defarts and mountains, Why are ſuch pains 
thrown away upon the .ungrateful, while not a 
thought is beſtowed upon your children, whoſe 
fouls would be filled with a ſenſe of your good- 
neſs ? But why ſhould I intreat you in the name 
af your children? Is it poſſible I ſhould fear ob- 
taining any thing of you, when I alk it in my 
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ewn name? And muſt I uſe any other prayers 
than my own, to prevail upon you? The St. 
Auſtins, Tertullians, and Jeromes, have wrote 
to the Eudoxas, Paulas, and Melanias ; and 
can you read thule names, though of Saints, and 
not remember mine? Can it be criminal for you 
to imitate St. Jerome, and diſcourſe with me 
concerning the ſcripture; or Tertullian, and 
preach mortification ; or St. Auſtin, and explain 
to me the nature of grace? Why ſhould T 
only reap no advantage from ue learning ? 
Vhen you write to me, you will write to = 
wife. Marriage has made ſuch a correſpondence 
lawful ; and ſince you can, without giving the 
leaſt ſcandal, ſatisfy me, why will you not? 
Jam not only engaged by my vows, which 
might poſſibly be ſometimes neglected; but I 
have a barbarous uncle, whoſe inhumanity is a 
8 ſecurity againſt any criminal deſire, which ten- 
5 derneſs and the remembrance of our paſt enjoy- 

ments might inſpire. There is nothing that can 
a cauſe you any fear; you need not fly to con- 
quer. You may ſee me, hear my ſighs, and be 
. a witneſs of all my ſorrows, without m— 
f 
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any danger, ſince you can only relieve me wit 
tears and words, If 1 have put myſelf into a 
cloyſter with reaſon, perſuade me to continue in 
| it with devotion : you have been the occaſion of 
| WH all my misfortunes ; you therefore muſt be the 
; inſtrument of all my comtort. 
| You cannot but remember, (for what do not 
; lovers remember ?) with what pleaſure I have 
| paſt whole days in wary you diſcourſe. How 
| when you were. abſent I ſhut myſelf from cvery | 
one to write to you ; how uneaſy I was, till my 
. 


letter had g2me to your hands; what artful ma- 
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nagement jt e to engage canfhdants : this 4 
detail perhaps ſurpriſes yon, and you are in pain * 
for . will Glow. But I am no longer f 
aſhamed, that my paſſion has had no bounds for 
you 3 for I have done more than all this, ] 4 
ave hated myſelf that I might love you; I came * 
hither to ruin mylelf in a perpetual impriſon, Wl 
ment, that ] might make you live J and eaſy 10 
Nothing but virtue, joined to a love verfe&ly in 
diſengaged from the commerce of the ſenſes, 8 
could have produced ſuch ęffects. Vice never 10 
jzuſpires any thing like this, it is too much en- lo 
' layed to the body. When we love pleaſures, ha 
we love the living and nct the dead, We leave th 


\off burning with defire, for thoſe who can ng A 
lopger burn for us. This vas m4 cruel uncle's' E 


notion; he meaſured my virtue by the frailty of in 
wy ſex, and thought it was the man, and not 0 
the perion, I loved. But he has been guilty ta R 
no purpole. I love you more than ever, and, T 


to revenge myſelf of him, Iwill ſtill love you with al 
all the tendgrn« is of my tou] till the laſt moment q! 
cf my life, If !ormer'ly my affeQtion. for you hi 
was not ſo pure, if in thoſe days the mind and 
the body flared in the pleaſure of loving you, * 
J ohen told you even then, that I was more pleal- of 
ed with poſſeſling your heart, than with any other ti 
happinelis, and the man was the thing I leaſt vas th 
Jued in you. ö | 
You cannot but be entirely perſuaded of this, th 
by the extreme unwillingneſs I ſhewed to mairy 10 
ou. Though I knew that the name of Wife was 
Cn ls in the world, and holy in religion, 


un 
he the name of your Miſtrels had greater charms w 
ecaule it was more ce. The bonds of matil h; 


mony, however honuurabie, (till bear with them 
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a neceſſary engagement. And I was very un- 
willing to be neceſſitated to love always a man 
who perhaps would not always love me. I de- 
ſpiſed the name of Wife, that I might live happy 
with that of Miſtreis ; and I find by your letter 
to your friend, you have not fox got that dehcacy 
ef paſſion in a woman who loved you always 
with the utmoſt tenderneſs, and yet wiſhed to 
love you more. You have very juſtly obterved | 
in your letter, that I eiteemed thoſe publick en- 
gegements infipid, which form alliances only 
to be diſſolved by death, and which put life and 
toye under the ſame unhappy neceſſity: but you 
have not added how often 1 have made proteſtatious 
that it was infinitely preferable to me to live with 
Abelard as his Miltreſs, than with any other as 
Empieſs of the World; and that L was more happy 
in obeying you, than J ſhould have been in la 
folly captivating the Lord of the Univerie, 
Riches and pomp are not the charms of love, 
True tenderneſs makes ns ſeparate the Jover trom 
all chat is external to him, and ſetüing aſide his 
quality, fortune, and employments, coniider 
him ſingly by himſelf. 

Tis not love, but the defire of riches and ho- 
nour, which makes wc men run into theembraces 
ot an indolent huſband. Ambition, not affee- 
non, forms ſuch marriages, I believe indeed 
they may be followed with ſome honours and 
advantages, but I can never think that this is 
the way to enjoy the plęalures of an affectionate 
umon, nor to feel thuſe ſteret and charming 
emotions of hearts that have long {trove to be 
united, Theſe martyrs of marriage pine al- 
ways for larger fortunes, which they think they 
have loſt, The wife ſees huſbands riches thaw 
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her own, and the huſband wives better por. 
tioned than his, Their intereſted vows occaſion 
regret, and regret produces hatred. They ſoon 
part, or always dehre it. This reſtleſs and tor. 
menting paſſion puniſhes them for aiming x 
other advantages in love than love itſelf, | 
If there is any thing which may properly he 
called happineſs here below, I am perſuaded it i 
in the union of two perſons who love each other 
with perfect liberty, who are united by a ſecret 
- inclination, and ſatisfied with each other's me- 
rit. Their hearts are full, and leave no vacancy 
for any other paſſion ; they enjoy perpetual tran. 
quillity, becauſe they enjoy content. 
If I could believe you as truly perſuaded of 
my merit as I am of yours, I might ſay ther 
has beep a time when we were ſuch a pair. Alas! 
how was it poſſible I ſhould not be certain of your 
merit? If I could ever have doubted it, the univers 
fal eſteem would have made me determine in 2 
favour. What country, what city has not defir 
ed your preſence ? Could you ever retire, but 
= drew the eyes and hearts. of all after you? 
id not e very one rejoice'in having ſeen you. 
Even women, breaking through the laws of de- 
corum which cuſtom had. impoſed upon them, 
ſhewed manifeſtly. they felt ſomething more for 
on ou eſteem. I have known ſome who have 
n profuſe in their huſbands praiſes, who have 
yet envied my happineſs, and given ſtrong int» 
mations, they could have refuſed you nothing, 
But what could refiſt you? Your reputation, 
which ſo much ſoothed the _ of our ſex ; 
your air, your manner; that life in- your eyes 
which ſo admirably expreſſed the vivacity of your 
mind; your converſation, with that eaſe and ele 
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gance which gave every thing you ſpoke ſuch an 
; zeatle and inſinuating turn; in ſhort, every 
ang ſpoke for you: very different from ſome 
mere ſcholars, who, with all their learning, have 
not the capacity to keep up an ordinary conver- 
ion; and with all their wit, cannot win the 
alfections of women, who have a much leſs ſhare 
an themſelves. 
With what eaſe did you compoſe verſes ! And 
yet thoſe ingenious trifles, which were but a re- 
reation after your more ſerious ſtudies, are Rill 
the entertainment and delight of perſons of the 
bet taſte. The ſmalleſt ſong, nay the leaſt 
ſketch of any thing you made for me, had a 
tiouland beauties capable of making it laſt as 
mg as there are love or lovers in the world. 
bus thoſe ſongs will be ſung in honour of other 
omen, which you deſigned only for me; and 
boſe tender and natural expreſſions which ſpoke 
your love, will help others to explain their paſ- 
on, with much more advantage than what they 
hemſelves are capable of. 


py What rivals did your galantries of this. kind 
aon me? How many ladies laid claim to 
an! was a tribute their ſelf-love paid to 


heir beauty, How many have I ſeen with fighs . 
leclare their paſhon for you, when after ſome 


obe complimented for the Sylvia of your poems! 
chers in deſpair and envy have reproached mg, 
at I had no charms but what your wit beſtow- - 


g eon me, nor in 25 thing. the advantage over 
on, em, but in being beloved by you. Can you 
x ; eieve me if I tell you, that notwithfianding 
yes e Vanity of my ſex, I thought myſelf peculi- 


ly happy in having a lover, to whom I was 
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bmmon viſit you had made them, they chanced - *. 
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obiiged for my charms ; and took a ſecret ples. 
ſure in being admired by a man, who when he 
pleaſed could raiſe his miſtreſs to the character 
of a Goddeſs ? Pleaſed with your glory only, 
I read with delight all thoſe praiſes you offered 
me, and without reflecting how little I deſerved, 
I believed myſelf ſuch as you deſcribed me, 
that I might be more certain J pleaſed you. 
But oh ! where is that happy time fled? I 
now {ament my lover, and of all my joys then 
remains nothing but the painful rememtrance 
that they are paſt. Now learn, all you my rivals 
who once viewed my happineſs with ſuch jealous 
eyes, that he you once envied me, can ne. 
ver more be yours or mine. I loved him; my 


love was his crime, and the cauſe of his puniſh. i 


ment. My beauty once charmed him : pleaſed 
with each other, we paſſed our brighteſt days in 
tranquillity and happineſs. If that was a crime, 
tis a crime I am yet fond of, and I have no 
other regret, than that againſt my will I mult 
neccflarily be innocent. But what do I fay? 
My misfortune was to have cruel relations, 
whoſe malice diſturbed the calm we enjoyed: 
had they been capable of the returns of reaſon, 
I had now been happy in the enjoyment of my 
dear huſband, Oh! how cruel were they when 
their blind fury urged a villain to ſurpriſe you in 
our {leep! Where was I ? Where was yout 
Heloite then? What joy ſhould I have had in de- 
fending my lover! I would have guarded you 
from violenee, though at the expence of my 
life z my cries and ſhrieks alone would have 
ſtopped the hand ——-— Oh ! whither does 
the exceſs of paſſion hurry me? Here love 6 
ſaocked, and modeſty, joined with deſpair, d. 
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2. prives me of words : *tis eloquence to be ſilent 
he where no expreſſions can reach the greatneſs of 
er WF the misfortune. 

y But tell me whence proceeds your negle& of. 


me ſince my being proteſſed? You know no- 
thing moved me to it but your diſgraqsy nor did 
I give any conſent but yours. Let me hear 
what is the occaſion of your coldneſs, or give 


Ine leave to tell you now my opinion. Was it 
eB not the ſole view of pleaſure which engaged you 
ce 


to me? And has not my tenderneſs, by leaving 
you nothing to with for, extinguiſhed your de- 
res? Wretched Heloiſe ! You could pleaſe 


"WT when you wiſhed to avoid it: you merited in- 
ny cenſe, when you could remove to a diſtance the 
he hand that offered it. But ſince your hcart has 
ed becn ſoftened, and has yielded; ſince you have 
"WHT %voted and ſacrificed yourſeif, you are deſerted 
ind forgotten. 1 am convinced, by fad exye- 
WS nence, that it is natural to avoid thoſe to whom 
WE have been too much obliged 3 and that un- 
1 common generoſity produces neglect rather than 
mb cknowledgment. My heart ſurrendered too 


locn, to gain the eſtcem 6i the conqueror; you 
lock it without diſiculty, and give it up as caſily. 
But ungrateful as you are, Iwill never conſent 
to it. And though in this place I ought not ro 


WT retain a with cf-my own, yet I have ever ſecretly 
ha preſerved the deſire of being beloved by you. 
* Wauen I pronounced my fad vow, I then had 
ug out me your Jail letters, in which you proteſt- 
* ed you would be & holly mine, and would never 


live but to love me. Tis to you therefore I 
have offercd myſelf; you had my heart, and I 
bad yours; do not demand any thing beck; you 


Oct 


5 
de- 


multi bear with my paſſion, as à thing which of 
| I by | ' 
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diſo n it. Veit here I lam; and here I will 1 
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right belongs to you, and from which you can 

no ways be diſengaged. | | m: 
Alas! What dy is it go talk at this rate? 11 © 

ſee nothing here but marks of the Deity, and 1 © 

ſpeak of nothing but man! You have been the Wl ?* 

cruel occaſion of this, by your conduct, unfaith. Wl ' 

ful man! Ought you at once to break off loving un 


me? Why did you not deceive me for a while, WM !* 


rather than immediately abandon me ? If you had {tn 
2 me at leaſt but ſome faint ſigns even of a Ml ”" 
ving paſſion, I myſelf had favoured the decep. 
tion. But in vain would I flatter myſelf that 
pow could be conſtant ; you have left me no co- 
our of making your excuſe. I km earneſtly de- 
ſirous to ſee you; but if that be impoſſible, I will 
content myſelf with a few lines from your hand, 
Is it ſo hard for one who loves, to write? I aſk 
for none of your letters filled with learning, and 
writ for your reputation: all I defire is ſuch let. 
ters as the heart diftates, and which the hand 
can ſcarce write faſt enough. How did I deceive 
myſelf with the hopes that you would be wholly 
mine, when I took the veil, and engaged "myſelf 
to live for ever under your laws? tor in being 
profeſſed, I vowed no more than to be yours only, 
and I obliged myſelf voluntarily to a confinement 
in which you defired to place me. Death only 
then can make me leave the place where you have 
fixed me: and then too my aſhes ſhall reſt here, 
and wait for yours, in order to ſhew my obedience 
and devotedneſs to you, to the lateſt moment 
ible. ; 

Why ſhould I conceal from you the ſecret of 
my call? You know it was neither zeal nor devo- 
tion which led me to the cloyſter. Your con- 
ſcience is too faithful a witneſs. to permit you to 
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main; to this place an unfortunate love and my 
cruel relations have condemned-me, But if you 
do not continue your concern for me, if I loſe 
your affection, what have I gained by my impri- 
ſonment ? what recompence can I hope for ? 'The 
unhappy couſequences of a criminal conduct, and 
your diſgraces, have put on me this habit of cha- 
{fity, and not the ſincere deſire o being truly pe- 
nitent, Thus I firive, and labour in vain. 
Among thoſe who are wedded to God, I ſerve a 
man; among the heroick ſupporters of the Croſs, I 
am a poor ſlave to a human paſſion ; at the head 
of a religious community, I am devoted to Abe. 
lard only, What a pradigy am I? Enlighten me, 
0 Lord! —Does &y grace or my own deſpair 
draw theſe words from me? I am ſenſible I am, 
in the temple of chaftity, covered only with the 
alkes of that fire which hath conſumed us. I 
am here, I confeſs, a ſinner, but one who far from 
weeping for her ſins, weeps only for her lover ; far 
from abhorriſſg her crimes, endeavours only to 
add to them; and who with a weakneſs unbe- 
coming the ſtate I am in, pleaſe, myſelf continu- 
ay with the remembrance of paſt actions, when 
it is impoſſible to new them. . 
Good God ! What is all this? I reproach my- 
ſelf for my own faults, I accuſe you for yours, 
and to what purpoſe ? Veiled as I am, behold in 
what a diſorder y have plunged me! How 


difficult is it to fight always for duty againſt in 
clination! I know what obligations this veil lays 
on me, but I feel more ſtrongly what power a 
long habitual paſſion has over my heart. I am 
conquered by my inclination. My love troubles 
my mind, and diſorders my will. Sometimes I 
an ſwayed by the RN of piety which ariſe 
| | 8 | 


* 


% | 


83 HELOISE TO ABELARD, 


in me, and the next moment I yield up my ima- 
gination to all that is amorous and tender,” 1 
tell you to-day what I would ngt have faid to you 
E. T had reſolved to love you no more; 
conſidered I had made a vow, taken the veil, 
and am as it were dead and buried; yet there 
riſes unexpectedly from the bottom of my heart 
a paſhon which triumphs over all theſe notions, 
and darkens all my reaſon and devotion, You 
reign in ſuch inward retreats of my ſoul, that l 
Know not where to attack you: when I endeavour 
to break thoſe chains by which I am bound to you 
I only deceive myſelf, and all the efforts I am a- 
ble to make ſerve but to bind them the fader. 
On, for pity's ſake, help a wretch to renounce her 
aehres, herſelf; and, if it be poſſible, even to re- 
nounce you ! If you are a lover, a father, help a 
miſtreſs, comfort a child! Thete tender names, 
cannot they move you ? Yield either to pity or love. 
It you gratify my requett; I ſhall continue a reli- 
gious without longer prophaning my calling. I 
am ready to humble myſelf with you to the won- 
derful providence of God, who does all _ for 
opr ſanctiſication, who by his grace purihes all 
that is vicious and corrupt in the principle, and 
by the inconceivable riches of his mercy draws us 
to himſelf againſt our wiſhes, and by degrees 
ns our eyes to diſcern the greatneſs of his 
bounty, which at frſt we would not underſtand. 
I thought to end my letter here. But now! 
am complaining againſt you, I muſt unload my 
Heart, and tell you all its jealouſies and reproaches- 
Indeed I thought it ſomething hard, that when 
we had both engaged to coniecrate ourſelves to 
deaven, you ſhould inſiſt upon my doing it firft, 
Does Abelard then, faid I, ſuſpect he ſhall ſer 8 
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'newed in me the example of Lot's wife, who could 


tot forbear looking back when ſhe left Sodom? 
If my youth and ſex might give occaiion for fear 
that I ſhould return to the world; could” not my 
behaviour, my fidelity, and this heart which you 
oaglit io know, could not theſe baniſh ſuch un- 
generous apprehenſions? This diftruſtful fore- 
light truched me ſenſibly. I ſaid to myſelf, 
Tnere was a time when he could rely upon my 
bare word, and does he now want vows to fecure 
kimfelt of me? What occaſion have I given him 
in the whole courſe of my life to admit the leaſt 
ſulpicion? I could meet him at all his aſſignations, 
and would I decline following him to the ſeats of 
holmeſs? I who have not refuſed to be a victim of 
Pleaſure to gratify him, can he think I woutd-re- 
fuſe io be a facrifice of honour to obey him? Has 
vice ſuch charms to well-born ſouls? and when 
we have once drank of the cup of finners, is it with 
lvch"&rfMliculty that we take the chalice of Saints ? 
Or did you believe yourſelf a greater maſter to 
teach vice chan virtue? or did you think it was 
more eaſy to perſuade me to the firlt than the lat- 
ter? No: this ſuſpicion would be injurious to both. 
Vn tue is too amiable not to be embraced, when 
Fcu reveal her charms; and vice too hideous not 
© be avoided when you ſhew her deformities. 
Nay, when you pleaſe, any thing ſeems lovely to 
me, and nothing is frighiful or difficult when 
you are by, I am only weak when I am alone 
and unſupported by you, and therefore it de- 
pends on you alone, that I may be fuch as you 
deſire. I wiſh to heaven you had not ſuch a pow- 
r over me. If you had any occaſion to fear, you 
would be leſs negligent. But what is there for 
you to fear? I have done too much, and now 
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have nothing more to do, but to triumph over 
your ingratitude. When we lived happy toge. 
ther, you might have made it a doubt hos 
eaſure or affection united me more to you; but 
the place from whence I write to you, muſt now 
have entirely taken away that doubt. Even here - 
T love: you as much as ever I did in the world, 
If I had loved pleaſures, could I not yet have 
found means to have gratified myſelf? I was not 
above twenty-two years old ; and there were other 
men left, though I was deprived of Abelard; 
and yet did I not bury myſelf alive in a nunne- 
ry, and triumph over love, at an age capable of 
enjoying it in its full latitude? *T'is to you I facri. 
fice theſe remains of a tranſitory beauty, theſe 
widowed nights and tedious days, which I paſz 
without ſeeing you; and ſince you caunot polleſs 
them, I take them from you to offer them to Hea+ 
ven, and to make, alas | but a ſecondary oblation 
of my heart, my days, and my lite! | 
I am ſenſible I have dwelt too long on this head; | 
I ought to ſpeak leſs to you of your misfortunes, | 
and of my own ſufferings, for love of you. We | 
tzrniſh the luſtre of our moſt beautiful action 
when we applaud them ourſelves. This is true, 
and yet there is a time when we may with decen- 
ey commend ourſelves ; when we have to do wi 
thoſe whom baſe ingratitude hath ſtupified, we 
cannot too much - praiſe our own good actions. 
ow if you were of this ſort of men, this would 
be a home reflection on you. Irreſolute as I am, I 
ſtill love you, and yet I muſt hope for nothing. 
I have renounced ifs, and ſtripped myſelf of every 
thing, but I find I neither have nor can renounce 
my \belard ; though I have loſt my lover, I (til 
preſerve my love, O vgws! O convent! I have 
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not loſt my. humanity under your inexorable 
diſcipline! You have not made me marble by 
changing my habit: my heart is not hardened by 
my impriſonment z I am ſtill ſenſible to what has 
touched me, though, alas! I ought not to be ſo! 
Withgut offending your commands, permit a lo- 
ver to exhort me to live in obedience to your rige- 
rous rules. Your yoke will be lighter; if that 
hand ſupport me under it; your exerciſes will be 
amiable, if he ſhews me their advantage. Retire- 
ment, ſolitude ! you will not appear terrible, if I 
may but ſtill know I have any place in his memo- 
ry. A heart which has been to wage Any wv a 
as mine, cannot ſoon- be indifferent. e fluc - 
tuate long between love and hatred, before we 
can arrive at a happy tranquillity, and we always 
flatter ourſelves with ſome dittant hope, that 
we ſhall not be quite forgotten. 1 
Yes, Abelard, I conjure you by the chains I 
bear here, to eaſe the weight of them, and make 
them as agreeable as I wiſh they were to me: teach 
me the maxims of divine love. Since you have 
Fagan me, I glory m being wedded to Heaven, 
y heart adores that title, and diſdains any 
other; tell me how this divine love is nouriſhed, 
ow it operates, and purifies itſelf; When we 
were tofſed in the ocean of the world, we. could 
hear of nothing but your verſes, which publiſhed 
every here our joys and our pleaſures. Now we 
are in the haven of grace, is it not fit you 
ſhovid diſcourſe ta me of this happineſs, and 
teach me every thing which might improve and 
heighten it? Shew me the ſame complaiſance in 
my preſent condition, as you did when we were in 
the world. Without changing the ardor of our 
atfeRions, let us change their object; let us leave 
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our ſongs, and ſing hymns ; let us lift up ou 
hearts to God, and have no tranſports but for his 

ory. + t þ 5 
1 I expect this from you as a thing you cannot 
refuſe me, God has a peculiar right over the 
hearts of great. men, which he has created, 


When he pleaſes to touch them, he raviſhes them, 
and lets them not ſpeak nor breathe but for his 


glory: till that moment of grace arrives, O 
think. of me - o nat torget me remember 
my love, my fidelity, my conſtancy; love me as 
your miſtreis, cheriih me as your child, your fiſter, 

our wife. Conſider that 1 {til love you, and yet 
ſtrive to avoid loving you. What a word, what 
a deſign is this! I ſhake with horror, and m 
heart revolts againſt what IT fay. I ſhall blot all 
my paper with tears—I end my long letter, wiſh- 
ing you, if you can deſite it (would to Heaven! 
could) for ever adieu. 4 
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THAT the Reader may make a right judgment 
en the fellrwing Letter, it is proper he /houldt 
be informed of the condition Abelard was in 
when he wrote it. The Duke of Britany, whoſe 
Jſubjed he was born, jealons of the glory of 
France, which then engrofjed all the wn fa- 
mous ſcholars of Enrope, and being befides ac* 
quatnted with the perſecution Abelard had 
Jufſered from his enemies, had n:minated him 
to the Abbey l. Guildas, and by this benefac- 
tion and mark of his efleem, engaged him to 
pats the refi of his days in his dominions. He 
received this favour ait great joy, imagix- 
ing, that by leaving France, h* jtould loſe his 
pafhion, and gain a xew turn of mind 07 en 
tering into his new dignity. Tae Abbey of 
St. Guilas is ſeated upon à rock, which the 
a beats with its waves. Abrlard, who had 
laid on himſelf the neceſſity of vannui/ting a 
paſo which abſence had in a great meaſure 
' weakened, endeavorred in this ſolitude to ex- 
ting the remains of it by his tears. But 
#/9n ts receiving the foregoing Letter, he 
could not reſiſt ſo powerful an attack, But 
proves as weak and as much to be pitied as 
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Heloiſe. *Tis not then a maſter or direfor that 
ſpeaks to her, but a man who had loved ber, 
and loves her fill: and under thts charafter 
we are io conſider” Abelard when he wrote the 
Jollowing Letter. Lf he ſeems by ſame paſſages 


in it to have begun to feel the motions of 


divine graces they appear as yet to be only by 
farts, and without any unifor mity. 


OULD TI have imagined that a letter not 
written to yourſelf conld have fallen ints 
f > hands, I had been more cautious not to 
ve inſerted any thing in it which might awaken 
| the memory of our palt misfortunes, I deſcribed 
with boldneſs the ſeries of my+-diſgraces to a 
friend, in order to make him I: ſs ſenſible of the 
loſs he had ſuſtained, If by this well-meaning 
, artifice I have diſturbed you, I p e here to 
dry up thoſe tears which cl 
Goned you to ſhed: I intend to mix my grief 
with yours, and pour out my heart before you; 
in ſhort, to lay open before your eyes all my 
trouble, and the ſecret of my 2 which my va- 


. Dity has hitherto made me conceal From the reſt 


of the world, and which you now force from me, 
in ſpite of my reſolutions to the cantrary. 

t is true, that in a ſenſe of the afflictions 
which had befallen us, and obſerving that no 
change of our condition was to be expected; that 
thoſe proſperous days which had ſeduced us were 
pow paſt, and there remained nothing but to eraſe 


Hut of our minds, by painful endeavours, all 


marks and remembrance of them, I had wiſhed 
to find in philoſophy and religion a rome tor 
my diſgrace: I ſearched out an aſylum to 

me from love. I was come to the 


\ 
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of making vows to harden my heart. But what 
have I gained by this? If my paſſion has been 
put under a reſtrant, my ideas yet remain. I 
promiſe myſelf that I will forget you, and yet 
cannot think of it without leving you; and am 
pleaſed with that thought. My love is not at all 
weakened by thoſe * make in order to 
free myſelf. The ſilence I am ſurrounded with 
makes me more ſenſible to its impreſſions, and 
while I am unemployed with any other things, 
this makes itſelf the buſineſs of my whole vaca- 
tion; till, aſter a multitude of uſeleſs endeavours, 
I begin to perſuade myſelf that it is a ſuperflucus 
trouble to ſtrive to free myſelf; and that it is 
wiſdom ſufficient if I can conceal from every 
one but you my confuſion and weakneſs, | 

I remove to a diſtance from your perſon, with 
an intention of avoiding you as an enemy; and 
yet I inceſſantly feek for you in my mind: I re- 
cal your image in my memory; and in ſuch dif- 
ferent diſquietudes I betray and contradict my- 
ſelf, J hate you; I love you. Shame prefles 
me on all ſides; I am at this moment afraid left 
I ſhould ſcem more indifferent than you, and yet 
I am aſhamed to diſcover my trouble. How 
wezk are we in ourſelves, if we do not ſupport 
eurſelves on the Croſs of Chriſt ! Shall we have 
fo little courage, and ſhall that uncertainty your 
heart labours with, cf ſerving two matters, affect 
mine too; You ſee the contuſion I am in, what 
I blame myſelf for, and what I ſuffer, Religion 
commands me to purſue virtue, fince I have no. 
thing to hope for from love. But Love ſtill pre- 
ſerves its dominion in my fancy, and entertains 
itſelf with paſt pleaſures. Memory ſupplics the 
place of a miſtreſs. Piety and duty are not al - 
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ways the fruits of retirement; even in deſarts, 
where the dew of Heaven falls not on us, we love 
what we ought no longer to love. The paſſion 

ſtirred up ob folitude, $11 thoſe regions of = 
and filence; and it is very ſeldom that what ought 
to be is truly followed there, and that God only: 
is loved and ſerved. Had Ialways had ſuch no- 
tions as theſe, I had inſtructed you better, You 
call me your Maſter; "tis true, you were intruſted 
to my care. I ſaw you, I was earneſt to teach 
you vain ſciences; it coſt you your. innocence, 
and me my liberty. Your uncle, who was fond 
of you, became therefore my enemy, and reveng- 
ed hiraſelf on me. If now, having loſt the power 
of ſatisfying my paſſion, I had loſt too that of 
loving you, I ſhould have ſome conſolation, My 
enemies would have givea me that tranquillity, 
which Origen purchaſed by a crime. How mi- 
ſerable am 11 My misfortune does not looſe my 
chains, my paſhon grows furious by unpotence, 
and that deſire I till have for you amidſt all m 

diſgraces, makes me more unhappy than the mil. 
fortune itſelf, I find myſelf much more 2 
in my thoughts of you, cven amidſt my tArs, 
than in poſſeiſing yourſelf when I was ip full li- 
berty. I continually think of you, I continually 
call to mind that day when you beſtowed un me 
the firſt marks of your tenderneſs, In tlus con- 
dition, O Lord! if I run to proſtrate my ſell be- 
fore thy altars, if I beleech thee to pity me, why 
does not.the pure fizine of thy ipirit conſume the 
ſacrifice that is,offered to the ? Cannot this habit 
of penitence which I wear, intereſt Heaven to treat 
me more {favourably ? But that is {till inexorable, 
becauſe my paſlion {till lives in me; the fire is 
only covered over with deceitful aſhes, and cannot 
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be extinguiſned but by extraordina ce. We 
deceive — but backing is hid from God. 

You tell me, that 'tis for me you live under 
that vei! which covers you; why do you prophane 
your vocation with ſuch words? why provoke 
z jealous God by a blaſphemy ? I hoped, after 
our ſeparation, you would have changed your 
ſentiments; I hoped too that God would 26 
delivered me from the tumult of my ſenſes and 
that contrariety which reigns in my heart. We 
commonly die to the affections of thoſe whom we 
ſee no more, and they to ours: abſence is the 
tomb of love. But to me abſence is an unquiet 
remembrance of what I once loved, which conti- 
nually torments me. I flattered myſelf that when 
I ſhould ſee you no more, you would only reſt in 
my memory, without gwing any trouble to my 
mind; that Britany and the ſea would inſpire 
other thoughts; that my faſts and ſtudies would 
by degrees eraſe you out of my heart: but in 
ſpite of ſevere faſts and redoubled ſtudies, in 
ſpite of the diſtance of three hundred miles 
which ſeparates us, your image, ſuch as you de- 
ſcribe yourſelf in your veil, appears to me, and 
confounds all my reſolutions. 8 

What means have I not uſed ? I have armed 
my own hands againſt myſelf; I have exhauſted 
my ſtrength in conſtant exerciſes; I comment 
upon St, Paul ; I diſpute with Ariſtotle: in ſhort, 
do all I uſed to do before I loved' you, but all 
in vain ; nothing can be ſucceſsful that oppoies 
you, Oh! do not add to my miſeries by your 
conſtancy ; forget, if you can, your favours, and 
that right which they claim over me z permit me 
o be indifferent, I envy their happineſs who 


tare never loved ; how 1 ras eaſy are they 
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But the tide of pleaſure has always a reflux of 
bitterneſs; I am but too much convinced now of 
this; but though I am no longer deceived by 
love, I am not cured : while my reaſon condemns i d 
it, my heart declares for it. I am deplorable, : 
that I have not the ability to free myſelf from a 
paſſion which ſo many circumſtances, this place, WW; 
my perſon, and my diſgraces, tend to deſtrgy, 
I yield, without conſidering that a reſiſtance 
would wipe out my paſt offences, and would pro. p 
cure me in their ſtead merit and repoſe, Why 
ſhould you uſe eloquence to reproach me for m 
flight, and for my filence ? Spare the recital of . 
our aſſignations, and your conitant exactneſs toll c. 
them: without calling up ſuch diſturbing thoughts, 
I have enough to ſufter. What great advan- 
tages would philoſophy give us over other men, 
if by ſtudying it we could learn to govern or 
paſhons ! But how humbled ought we to be when 
we cannot maſter them? What efforts, what re 
lapſes, what agitations do we undergo ? and hoy 
long are we toſſed in this confuſion, unable to 
exert our reaſon, to poſſeſs our ſouls, or to rul 
our affections ? 

what a troubleſome employment is love! ang 
how valuable is virtue even upon conſideration 0 
our own eaſe ! Recolle& your extravagancies d 
paſſion ; gueſs at my diſtractions ; number up ou 
cares, if poſſible, our griefs, and our inquietudes3 
throw theſe things out of the account, and let lo 
have all its remaining ſoftneſs and pleaſure, 
How little is that! And yet for ſuch ſhadows 
enjoyments which at firſt appeared to us, are wel 
weak our whole lives, that we cannot now help 
writing to each other, covered as we are wit 


ſackcloth and aſhes, How much happier ihov 
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of we be, if by our humiliation and tears we could 
make our repentance ſure ! The love of pleaſure 
is not eradicated out of the ſoul, but by extraor- 
dinary efforts; it has ſo powerful a party in our 
breaſts, that we find it difficult to condemn it 
ourſclves, What abhorrence can I be ſaid to 
have of my fins, if the objects of them are always 
amiable to me? How can I ſeparate from the 
perſon I love, the paſſion I muſt deteſt? Will the 
tears I ſhed be ſufficient to render it odious to me? 
I know not how it happens, there is always a 
pleaſure in weeping for a beloved object. Tis 
difficult in our ſorrow to diſtinguiſh penitence 
from love. The me ory of the crime, and the 
memory of the object which has charmed us, are 
too nearly related te be immediately ſeparated: 
ind the love of God, in its beginning, doss not 
wholly annihilate the. love of the creature. 

But what excuſes could I. not find in you, if 
the crime were excuſable ? Unprofitable honour, 
troubleſome riches, could never tempt me; but 
thoſe charms, that beauty, that air, which I yet 
behold at this inſtant, have occaſioned my fall, 
Your looks were the being of my guilt; 
your eyes, your diſcourſe, pierced my heart; 
and in ſpite, of that ambition and glory which 
filled it, and offered to make a defence, love ſoon 
made itſelf maſter. God, in order to puniſh me, 
ſorſook me, His providence permitted thoſe con. 
quences which have ſince happened. You are 
0 longer of the world; you have renounced it; 
L am a religious, devoted to ſolitude : ſhall we 
mike no advantage of our condition? Would 
you deſtroy niy piety in its infant ſtate ? Would 
you have me forſake the convent into which I am 
Mtnewiy entered? _ Frenpunce my vows 

2 . 


| 
| 
| 
| 


—— —— — — 


= 0 * 


. 


% ABELARD TO HELOISE, 


I have made them in the preſence of God: whi. 
ther ſhall I fly from his wrath, if I violate them 
Suffer me to ſeck for caſe in my duty. How 
difficult is it to procure that! I paſs whole days 
and nights alone in this cloyſter, without cloſ. 
ing my eyes. My love burns fiercer, amidſt the 
happy indifference of thoſe who ſurround me, and 
my heart is at once pierced with your ſorrows 
and its own. Oh what a loſs have I ſuſtained, 
when I conſider your conſtancy ! what pleaſures 
have I miſſed enjoying! I ought not to con- 
feſs this weakneſs to you; I am ſenſible I com. 
mita fault: if I could have ſhewed more firm- 
neſs of mind, I ſhould perhaps have provoked 
your reſentment againſt me, and your anger 
might work that effect in you which your virtue 
could not, It in the world I publiſhed my 
weaknels by verſes and love-ſongs, ought not 
the dark celis of this houſe to conceal that weak- 
neſs, at leaſt under an appearance of piety? 
Alas! T am till the ſame ! or if I avoid the 
evil, I cannot do the good; and yet I ought to 
join both, in order to make this manner of lis. 
ing profitable. But how difficult is this in the 
trouble which ſurrounds me? Duty, reaſon, 
and decency, which upon other occaſions, have 
ſome power over me, are here entirely uſeleſs. 
The goſpel is a language I do not underſtand, 
when it oppoſes my paſſion. 'T hole oaths which 
I have taken "ba the holy altar, are feeble 
helps when oppoſed to you. Amidſt ſo many 
voices which call me to my duty, I hear and 
obey nothing but the ſecret dictates of a deſperate 
paſſion. Void of all reliſh for virtue, any cons 
cern for my condition, or any application to my 


ſtudies, I am continually preſeut by my unagy 
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mation where I ought not to be, and I find I, 
have no er, when I would at any time cor - 
rect it. I fecl a perpetual ſtrife between my in- 
dination and my duty. I find myſelf entirely 
2 diſtracted lover; unquiet in the midit of ſilence, 
and reſtleſs in this abode of peace and repoſe, 
How ſhameful is ſuch a condition 

Conſider me no more, I entreat you, as a 
founder, or any great perſonage; your enco- 
miums do but ill agree wiih tuch multiplied 
weakneſſes. I am a miſerabie finner ! Proltrate 
before my Judge, and with my face preſſed to the, 
earth, I mix my fighs and tears in the duſt; 
when the beams of grace and reaſon enlighten 
me. Come, ſee me in this poſture, and 1ohcit, 
me to love you. Come, if you think fit, and in 
your holy habit thruſt yaurſelf between God and 
me, and be a wall of ſeparation, Come, and 
force from me thoſe ſighs, thoughts, and vows, 
which I owe to Him only. Aſſiſt the evil ſpirits, 
and be the inſtrument. of their malice. hat 
cannot you induce a heart to, whole weakneſs. 
you ſo perfectly know ? But rather withdraw 
yourſelf? and contribute to my ſalvation. Suffer 
me to avoid deſtruction, I entreat you, by our 
former tendereſt affection, and by our common 
misfortunes, It will always be the higheſt love 
to ſhew none: I here releaſe you of all your 
oaths and engagements. Be God's wholly, to 
whom you are appropriated ; I will never oppoſe 
lo pious a deſign. How happy ſhall I be if I 
thus loſe you ! then ſhall I be indeed a religious, 
and you a perfect example of an Abbels. TR 

Make yourſelf amends by fo glorious a choice 
make your- virtue a ſpectacle worthy men and 
angels: be humble * your children, aſhdye 
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ous in your choir, exact in your diſcipline, dlli- 
gent in your reading; make even your recrcations 
uſeful. Have you purchaſed your vocation at 
fo ſlight a rate, as that you ſhould not turn it to 
the beſt advantage? Since you have permitted 
yourſelf to be abuſed by falſe doctrine, and en. 
minal inſtructions, reſiſt not thoſe good counſels. 
which grace and religion inſpire me with, I 
muſt confeſs to you, I have thought myſelf 
hitherto an abler maſter to inſtill vice, than to 
excite virtue. My falle eloquence has only ſet 
off falſe good, My heart, drunk with voluptu- 
ouſneſs, could only ſuggeſt terms proper and 
moving to recommend that. The cop of ſinners 
overflows with fo enchanting a ſweetneſs, and we 
are naturally ſo much inclined to taſte it, that it 
needs only be offered to us. On the other hand, 
the chalice of ſaints is filled with a bitter draught, WI 
and nature ftarts from it; and yet you reproach en 
me with cowardice 2 giving it you firſt: I wil ! 
tingly ſubmit to theſe accuſations. I cannot enongh 


admire the readineſs you ſhewed to take the rel. V 
gious habit, Bear therefore with courage the croſs tt 
which you have taken up ſo reſolutely. Drink of WW fi: 
the chalice of ſaints, even to the bottom, without WI di 
turning your eyes with uncertainty upon me. WW al 
Let me remove far from you, and obey the apoltie Wl d: 
who hath ſaid, Fly. | 
You intreat me to return, under a pretence of v 
devotion, Your earneſtneſs in this point creates v 
a ſuſpicion in me, and makes me doubrful how WW er 
to anſwer you. Should I commit an error here, d. 
my words would bluſh, if I may ſay' ſo, after tht 
. of my misfortunes, The Church is jes. 
lous of its glory, and commands that her chil 
- dren ſhould be induced to the practice of vinu 
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by v rtuous means. When we have approached 
God after an unblameable manner, we may then 
with boldneſs invite others to him. But to for- 
get Heloiſe, to {ee her no more, is what Heaven 
demands ot Abelard ; and to expect nothing from 
Abelard, to Joſe him, even in idea, is what Hea- 
ven enjoins Heloiſe. To forget, in the caſe of 
love, is the moſt neceſſary penitence, and the 
molt difficult. It js eaſy to recount our faults, 
How many, through indiſcretion, have made them- 
ſelves a ſecond pleaſure of this, inſtead of confeſ- 
lng them with humility. The only way to return 
to God is, by neglecting the creature which we 
have adored, and adoring God whom we have 
neglected. This may appear harſh, but it muſt 
de done if we would be laved, 

Jo make it more eaſy, obſerve why I preſſed 
you to your vow before I rook mine; and pardon 
my ſincerity, and the deſign I have of meniting 
= neglect and hatred, if I conceal nothing 
from you of the particulars you enquire after, 
When I bw myielf ſo oppreſſed with my mis for- 
tune, my impotency made me jealous, and I con- 
fidered all men as my rivals. Love has more of 
diſtruſt than aſſurance. I was apprehenſive of 
abundance of things, becauſe I ſaw I h:d abun- 
dance of defects; and being tormented with fear 
from my own example, 1 imagined your heart, 
which had been ſo much accuſtomed to love, 
would not be long without entering into a new 
engagement, Jealouſy can eaſily believe the moſt 
dreadiul conſequences, I was deſirous to put 
mylelf out of a poſſibility of doubting of you, 
I was very urgent to perſuade you that decency 
required you thould withdraw from the envious 


yes of the world; that modeſty, and our fricud- 
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'p. demanded it; nay, that your own ſafe 
obliged you to it; and — a. ſuch a 8 
taken vpon me, you could expect to be ſecure ug, 
8 in a convent. | p a 
I will do you jultice, you were very eaſily per. | 
ſuaded toit, My jealouſy ſecretly 45 phel 24. 4 
your innocent compliance 5 and yet, triumphant by 
as I was, I yielded you up to God with an un- Ml ** 
willing heart. I ſtill kept my gift as much as wag ho 
poſſible, and only parted with it that I might by 
eftz&ually put it out of the power of men, I did 4 
not perſuade you to religion out of any regard io Je 


your happineſs, but condemned you to it, like an 2 
enemy who deſtroys what he cannot carry off. 4 
And yet you heard my diſcourſes with kindnels, 8 
you ſometimes interrupted me with tears, and 7 


preſſed me to acquaint you which of the eonvents 
was molt in my eſteem, What a comfort did L 
feel in ſeeing you ſhut up! I was now at eaſe, an 


took a ſatisfaction in conſidering that you did n K 
continue long in the world after my diſgrace, ar , 
that you wouldreturn into it no more, | 
But ſtill this was doubtful ; I imagined women 
were incapable of maintaining any conſtant re- 4 
ſolutions, unleſs they were forced by the neceſſity 
of fixed vows. I wanted thoſe vows, and Heaven 10 
itſelf tor your ſecurity, that I might no longer diſs 
truſt you, Ye holy manſions, ye impenetrable a 
retreats, from what RC apprehenſions * 


have you freed me? Religion and piet ko] ! 
ſtrict guard round your grates and ig walls, 

What a havem of ret is this to. a jealous mind! . 
And with what impatience did I endeavour it! I k 
went every day trembling to exhort you to this c 
ſacr fice 7 admired, without daring to mennon . 


it then, a brightneſs in your beauty which I had 


* 
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never obſerved before. Whether it was the bloom 


of a riſing virtue, or an anticipation of that great 


loſs I was going to ſuffer, I was not curious in 


examining the cauſe, but only haſtened your veing, 
rofeſſed. I engaget your Prioreſs in my guilt 
by a criminal bribe, with which I purchaſed the 


right of burying you. The profeſſed of the 


houſe were alike bribed, and concealed from you, 
by my directions, all their ſcruples and diſguſts. 
I omnted nothing, either little or great. And if 
you had eſcaped all my ſnares, I myſelf would 
not have retired ; I was reſolved to follow you 
every where. This ſhadow of myſelf would al- 
ways have purſued your ſteps, and continually 
eccaſioned either your confuſion or fear, which 
would have been a ſenſible gratification to me. 
But thanks to Heaven, you reſolved to make a 
vow ; I accompanied you with terror to the foot 
of the altar; and while you ſtretched out your 
hand to touch the ſacred cloth, I heard you pro- 
nounce diſtinctly thoſe fatal words which for ever 
ſeparated you from all mon. Till then your beauty 
and youth ſeemed to oppoſe my deſign, and to 
threaten your return into the world. Might not 
2 ſmall temptation have changed you? Is it poſs. 
ible to renounce one's {elf entirely at the age of 
two and twenty? At an age which claims the 
moſt abſolute liberty, could you think the world 
no longer worthy of your regard ? How much did 
I wrong Vou, and what weakneſs did I impute to 
* ou were in my imagination nothing but 
ightne(s and inconſtancy. Might net a young 


woman at the noiſe of the flames, and of the 
fall of Sodom, look back, and pity ſome one. 
perſon ? © I tcok notice of your eyes, your mo+ 


pon, your air; I trembled at every thing. You 


* 
* 
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may call ſuch a ſelf-intereſted conduct treachery, 
anc, murther. A love which was 6 
ike to hatred, ought to provoke the utmoſt con- 
tempt and anger. uh 
It is fit you ſhould know that the very moment, 
when I was convinced of your being entirely de. 
voted to me, when I ſaw you were infinitely wor. 
thy of all my love and acknowledgement, I ima- 
gined I could love you no more; I thought it time 
to leave off giving you any marks of affection; 
and I confidered that by your holy eſpouſals you 
were now the peculiar care of Heaven, even in the 
quality of a wife. My jealouſy ſeemed to be ex- 
tinguiſhed, When God only is our rival, we have 
nothing to fear; and being in greater tranquillity 
than ever before, I dared even to offer up prayers, 
and beleech him to take you away from my eyes: 
but it was not a time to make raſh prayers ; and 
= faith was too imperfect to let them be heard, 
e who ſees the depths and ſecrets of all men's 
hearts, ſaw mine did not agree with my words, 
Neceſſity and deſpair were the ſprings of this pro. 
ceeding. Thus I inadvertent] offered an inſult 
to Heaven, rather than a — Gad rejected 
my offering and my prayer, and continued my 
niſhment, by ſuffering me to continue my love. 
Thus under the guilt of your vows, aud of the 
paſſion Which preceded them, I muſt be tor- 
mented all the days of my life. 1 
If God ſpoke to your heart, as to that of a fe- 
ligious whoſe innocence had firſt engaged him to 
heap on it a thouſand favours, I ſhould have mat- 
ter of comfort; but to ſee both of us victims of 
a criminal love; to fee this love inſult us, and in- 
veſt itſelf with our very habits, as with ſpoils it 
has taken from our devotion, fills me wih horrot 
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and trembling. Is this a ſtate of reprobation ? 

Or are theſe the conſequences of a long drunken- 

neſs in N love? We cannot (oy love is a 

drunkenneſs and a poiſon, till we are illuminated 

by grace; in the mean time it is an evil which we 

doat on. When we are under ſuch a miſtake, 

the knowledge of our miſery is the firſt ſtep to- 

wards amendment. Who does not know that tis 

for the glory of God, to find no other founda- 

tion m man for his mercy, than man's very weak= 

neſs? When he has ſhewed us this weakneſs, 

and we bewail it, he is ready to put forth his om- 

nipotence to aſſiſt us. Let us ſay tor our comfort, 

dat what we ſuffer is one of thoſe long and terri- 

Ve temptations which have ſometimes diſturbed 
the vocations of the moſt holy. 

God can afford his preſence to men, in order 

| to ſoften their calamities, whenever he ſhall think 

fit, It was his pleaſure, when you took the veil}, 

| to draw you to him by his grace. I ſaw your eyes, 

" WY vhen you ſpoke your laſt farewel, fixed upon the 

trols. It was above fix months before you wrote 

me a letter, noy during all that time did I receive 

any meſſage from you. I admired this ſilence, 

which I durſt not blame, and could not imitate. 

I wrote. to you, you returned me no anſwer. Your 

heart was then ſhut ; but this garden of the Spouſe 

is now opened, he is withdrawn from it, and has 

left you alone. By removing from you, he has 

made trial of you; call him back, and ſtrive to 


” WW regain him. We muſt have the aſſiſtance of God, 
5 that we may break our chains; we have engaged 
F too deeply in love, to free ourſelves. Our follies 


have penetrated even into the moſt ſacred places. 
Our amours have been matter of ſcanda to A 


whole kingdom. They are read and admired 5 | 


tet ABELARD ro HELOTSA 


love, which produced them, has cauſed them t6 
be deſcribed. We ſhall be a conſolation for the 
failings of youth hereafter. Thoſe who offend 
after us, will think themſelves leſs guilty. We 
are criminals whoſe repentance is late: O may it 
be fincere! Let us repair, as far as is poſſible, 
| © theevils we have done; and let France, which 
has been the witneſs of our crimes, be aſtoniſhed 
| at our penitence. Let us confound all who youll 
| imitate our guilt; let us take the part of God 
againſt ourſelves, and by ſo doing prevent his judg: 
| ment. Our tormer irregularities require tears, 
ſhame, and ſorrow, to expiate them. Let us off: 
# up theſe ſacrifices from our hearts; let us bluſh, 
let us weeg, If in theſe weak beginnings, Lord, 
our heart :$*not entirely thine, let it at leaſt be 
s made ſenſible that it ought to be ſal _ 
Deliver yourſelf, Heloiſe, from the ſhameful g. 
remains of a paſſion which has taken too deep root, Wl 2 
Remember that the leaſt thought for any other 
than God is an adultery. If you could fee me © 
here with my meagre face, and melancholy ar, 


ſurrounded with numbers of perſecuting monks, A 
who are alarmed at my reputation for learning, 1 
and offended at my lean vitage, as if I threatened 5 


them with a reformation; what would you ſay of 
my bie fighs, and of thoſe unprofitable tears to 
which deceive theie credulous men. Alas! Iam 
humbled under love, and not under the crots, 
Pity me, and free yourſelf, If your vocation be, ni: 
2s you ſay, my work, deprive me not of the me. dit 
rit of it by your continual inquietudes. Tel) me - 
| that you will honor the habit which covers yu, 
N by an inward retirement. Fear God, that you 
þ may be delivered from your frailties. Love bim g. 
# you would advance in virtue. - Be not uneaiy 


as * — 
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in the cloyſter, for it is the dweiling , of ſaints. 
Embrace your bands, — are the chains of Chriſt 
Jeſus : He will lighten them, and bear them with | 
you, if you bear them with _— * 
Without growing ſevere to a paſſion which yet 
poſſeſſes you, learn from your own miſery to ſuc- 
cour your weak fiſters ; pity them upon conſidera» | 
tion of your own faults. And if any thoughts 
too natural ſhall importune you, fly to the foot 
of the croſs, and beg for mercy ; there are wounds 
open; lament before the dying Deity, At the 
head of a religious ſociety be not a ſlave, and 
having rule over queens, begin to govern yourſelf, 
Bluſh at the leaſt revolt of your ſenſes, Remem- 
ber that even at the foot of the altar we often ſa- 
crifice to lying ſpirits, and that no incenſe can be 
more agreeable to them, than that which in thoſe 
holy places burns in the heart of a religious ſtill 
ſenſible of paſſion and love. If, during your 
abode in the world, your foul has acquired a habit 
of loving, feel it now no more but for Jeſus 
Chriſt, Repent of all the mon ents of your life 
which you have waſted upon the world, and upon 
pleaſure; demand them of me, 'tis a robbe 
which I am guilty of ; take courage, and boldly 
reproach me with it. ; 
I have been indeed your maſter, but it was only 
t teach you fin, You call me your father; be- 
tore I had any claim to this title, I deſerved that of 
parricide, I am your brother, but tis the afh- 
my of our crimes that has purchaſed me that 
Gſtinftion, I am called your huſband, but it is 
after a publick ſcanda}. If you have abuſed the 
lanctity of ſo many venerable names in the ſuper- 
ſeription of your letter, to do me honour, and 
latter your on paſſion, © them out, and place 


* 
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in their ſtead thoſe of 2 murtherer, a villain, be 
enemy, who has conſpired againſt your honour, ge 


troubled your quiet, and betrayed your innocence, yo 
You would have periſhed through wy means, but 


for an extraordinary act of grace, which, that youll f 
might be ſaved, has thrown me down in the mid. ot 
dle of my courſe, thi 
This is the idea you ought to have of a fugi. 0 
tive, who endeavours to deprive you of the hope l 
of ſeeing him any more. But when love has once ge. 
deen ſincere, how difficult is it to determine to lo nn 
no more ! Tis a thouſand times more eaſy to . ;ic 


nounce the world than love. I hate this deceit. 
ful faithleſs world; I think no more of it; but 
my heart ſtill wandering, will eternally make me 
feel the anguiſhof having loſt you, in ſpite of all 
the convictions of my underſtanding. In the 
mean time, though 1 ſhould be ſo cowardly as to 
retract what you have read, do not ſuffer me to 
offer myſelf to your thoughts, but under this lat 
notion. Remember my. laſt endeavours were to 
ſeduce your heart. You periſhed by my means, 
and I with you. The ſame waves iwallowed us 
both up, We waited for death with indifference 
and the ſame death had carried ns headlung to the 
fame puniſhments, But Providence has turned 

this blow, and cur thipwreck has thrown us into 

haven. There are ſome whom the mercy of God 
faves by afflictions. Let my lalvation be the fru 
of your prayers! Let me owe it to your tears C 
exemplary holineſs !_ Though my heart, Lord! 
be filled with the love of one ot thy creatures 
thy hand can whien it pleaſes draw out of it tholg 
ideas which fill its whole capacity. To love He 
loiſe truly, is tos leave her intire:y to that quiet 
which retirement and virtue afford. I have r 


ſolved it; this letter ſhall be my laſt fault. Adicu 
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If I die here, I will give orders that my bod 

be carried to the houſe of the Paraclete, You ſh 

ke me in that condition; not to demand tears from 
you, twill then be too late: weep rather for me 
now, to extinguiſh that fire which burns me. You 
hall ſee me, to ſtrengthen your piety by the horror 
of this carcaſe ; and my death, then more eloquent 
than I can be, will tell you what you love, whem 
you love a man. I hope you will be contented, 
when you have finiſhed this mortal life, to be bu- 
ned near me. Your cold aſhes need then fear no- 
thing, and my tomb will by that means be more 
nch and more renowned, 


L 2. LE Teo 


L E T T E R IV. 
HELOISE to ABEL ARI. 


IN the following Letter the paſſion of Heleiſe 
breaks out with more violence than ever. 
That which She had received from Abelard, 
inflead of fogjifying her reſolutions, ſerved 
andy to revive in her memory all their paſi 
endearments and misfortunes. With this in- 
preſſion /he writes again to her huſband ; and ad 


appears now, not ſo much in the character of m 
a religious firiving with the remains of her fu 
former weakneſs, as in that of an unhappy Jt 
woman abandoned ta all the tranſports of love q 
and deſpair. | - 


To Abelard her well beloved in Chrift Jeſus, 0 
from Heloiſe is well- beloved in the ſame 
Chriſt Jeſus, 


1 READ the letter I received from you with 

abundance of impatience : in ſpite of all my 
misfortunes, I hoped to find nothing in it beſides 1 
arguments of comfort. But how ingenious are f 
lovers in tormenting themſelves! Judge of the ex- ! 


* 
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guiſite ſenſibility and force of my love, by that 
which cauſes the grief of my ſoul. I was diſturb- 
ed at the ſuperſcription of your letter 5 why did 
you place the name of Helo ſe before that of Abe- 
ard? What means this cruel and unjuſt diſtine- 
ton? *T'was your name only, the name of a father 
and of a huſband, which my eager eyes ſought 
fer. I did nut look for my own, which I had 
nuch rather, if poſſible, forget, as being the cauſe 
of your misfortune, The rules of decorum, and 
the character of maſter and dnector which you 
have over me, oppoſed that ceremonious manner 
of addreſſing me; ond love commandcd you to 
baniſh it. Alas l you know all this but too well, 

Did you write thus to me before cruel for- 
tne had ruined my happinels? I tre your heart 
has deſerted me, and you have made greater ad- 
yances in the way of devotion than 1 vould wiſh, 
Alas! I am too weak to follow you ; condeſeend 
at leaſt to ſtay for me, and animate me with your 
advice, Will you have the cruelty to abandon 
me? The fear of this ſtabs my heart; but the fear- 
ful preſages you make at the latter end of your 
letter, thoſe terrible images you draw of your death, 
quite diſtract me, Cruel Abelard! you ought to 
have (topped my tears, and you meke them flow, 
You ought to have quieted the diſorder of my 
heart, and you throw ine into de{pair. 

You deſire that after your death I ſhould take 
care of your aſhes, and pay them the laſt duties. 
Alas! in, what temper d:d you conceive theſe 
mournful ideas? and how could you deſcribe 
thera to me ? Did not the apprehenſion of cauſing 
my preſent death make the pen drop from your 
land? You did riot reflect, 1 ſuppoſe, upon a!” 
thoſe torments to which you were going to del“ 

| 3 | | 
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me. Heaven, as ſevere as it has been againſt 
me, is not in ſo great a degree fo, as to permit me 
to live one moment after you. Life, without my 
Abelard, is an unſupportable puniſhment, and 
death a moſt exquiſite . if by that means 
I can be united with him, If Heaven hears the 
ayes 1 continually make for you, your days 
will be prolonged, and you will bury me, 

Is it not your part to prepare me by your 
powerful exhortations againſt that great criſis, 
which ſhakes tht moſt reſolute and confirmed 
minds ? Is it not your part to receive my laſt ſighs, 
take care of my funeral, and give an account of 
my manners and faith? Who but you can recom» 
mend us worthily to God, and by the fervour 
and merit of your prayers, conduct thoſe fouls 
to him which you have joined to his worſhip by 
ſolemn contracts? We expect theſe pious othces 
from your paternal charity, After this you will 

be free from thoſe diſquietudes which now moleſt 
you, and you will quit life with more eaſe, 
wheneyer it ſhall pleaſe God to call you away, 
' You may follow us content with what you have 
done, and in a full aſſurance of our happinels, 
But till then write not to me any ſuch terrible 
things. Are wenot already ſufficiently miſerable? 
Malt we aggravate our ſorrows? Our life here is 
but a languiſhing death; will you haſten it? Our 
preſent diſgraces are ſufficient to employ our 
thoughts continually, and ſhall we ſeek for new 
arguments of grief in futurities? How void of 
reaſon are men, ſaid Seneca, to make diftant evils 
preſent by reffection, and to take pains before 
death to loſe all the comforts of life! 

When you have finiſhed your courſe here be- 
law, you fay it is your deſue that your body he 
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carried to the houſe of the Paraclete; to the in- 
tent that being yank. ' expoſed to my eyes, you 
may be for ever preſent to my mind ; and that 
your dead body may ſtrengthen our piety, and 
animate our prayers, Can you think that the 
traces you have drawn in my heart can ever be 
worn out ? or that an — of time can oblite- 
rate the memory we have here of your benefits ? 
And what time ſhall I find for thole prayers you 


ſpeak of? Alas, I ſhall then be filled with other 


cares. Can ſo heavy a misfortune leave me a 
moment's quiet? Can my feeble reaſon reſiſt ſuch 
powerful aſſaults? When I am diſtracted and ra- 


ving, (if I dare ſay it) even againſt Heaven itſelf, 


I ſhall not ſoften it by my prayers, but rather 
provoke it by my cries and reproaches ! But how 
ſhould I pray, or how bear up againſt my grief? 
I ſhould be more urgent to follow you, than to 
pay you the ſad ceremonies of burial, It is for 
you, for Abelard, that I have reſolved to live: if 
you are raviſhed from me, what uſe can I make of 
my miſerable days? Alas! what lamentatione 
ſhould I make, if Heaven, by a cruel pity, ſhould 
preſerve me till that moment ! When I but think 
of this laſt { tion, I feel all the ngs of death 
what ſhall I be then, if I ſhould ſee this dreadful 
hour ? Forbear therefore to infuſe into my mind 
— mournful thoughts, if not for love, at leaſt 
or pity. 

Vou deſire me to give myſelf up to my duty, 


and to be wholly God's, to whom I am conſecra- 


ted. How can I do that, when you frighten me 
with apprehenſions that continually poſſeſs my 
mind day and night? When an evil threatens us, 
and it is impoſſible to ward it off, why do we give 
tp ourſelves to the unprofitable fear of it, which 


— 
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| is yet even more tormenting than · the evil itſelf? M. 
| What have I to hope for after this loſs of you > Wi ! 
What can confine me to earth, when death ſhall WM tit | 
have taken away from me all that was dear upon Hie 
it? I have renounced without difficulty all the made 
charms of life, preierving only my love, and the kuf 
ſecret pleaſure of thinking inceſſantly of you, ard WI" 
hearing that you live. And yet, alas! you do ao 
not live for me, and I dare not even flatter myſelf entiri 
with the hopes that I ſhall ever enjoy a ſight of ens 
= more! This is the greateſt of my afflictions, dar 

r haſt thou not perſecuted me Bi 
enough? Thou doſt not give me any reſpite ; thou lat 
haſt exhauſted all thy vengeance upon me, and rem: 
reſerved thyſelf nothing whereby thou mayſt ap- qurſc 
pear terribie to others. Thou haſt wearied thy- roth 


lelf in tormenting me, and others have nothing fue 
now to fear from thy anger. But to what pur. ar 
poſe doſt thou ſtill arm thyſelf againſt me? The t 
wounds I have already received leave no room the 
for new ones. Why cannot I urge thee to kill wel 
me? Or doſt thou fear, amidſt the numerous men 


torments thou heapeſt on me, doſt thou fear that }Wvith 
ueh a ſtroke would deliver me from all? There- 


fore thou preſerveſt me from death, in order to bed 
make me die every moment. | We 
Dear Abelard, pity my deſpair! Was ever any Wi 

thing ſo miſerable! The higher you raiſed me you! 
aboyę other women who envied me your love, the pun 
more ſenſible am I now of the lols of your heart. adu 

1 was exalted to the top of happineſs, only that I r 
might have a more terrible fall. Nothing could kar 
formerly be compared to my pleaſures, and no- ben 

| . thing now can equal my miſery. My glory once ud 
| raiizd the envy of my rivals; m ſent wretch · i 
on 


edneſs moves the compaſſion of all that ſee me, 
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My fortune has been always in extremes; ſhe 


has heaped on me her moſt delightful favours, 
tat he might load me with the greateſt of her 
ifliftions. Ingenious in tormenting me, ſhe has 
made the memory of the joys I have loſt, an inex- 
kuſtible-ſpring of my teais. Love, which poſ- 
et was her greateſt gift, being taken away, oc- 
ons all my ſorrow. In ſhert, her malice has 
atirccly ſucceeded, and I find my preſent afflic- 
tons proportionably b tter as the tranſpoits which 
charmed me were ſweet. ' 


But what 2ggravates my ſufferings yet more, is 


lat we began to be miſerable at a time when we 
kemed the leaſt to deſerve it. While we gave 
wrſclves up to the enjoyment of a criminal love, 
rothing oppoſed our vicious pleaſures, But 
farce had we retrenched what was unlawful in 
wr paſſion, and taken refuge in marriage againſt 
that remorſe. which might have purſued us, but 
the whole wrath of Heaven fell on us in all its 
weight. But how barbarous was your puniſh 
ment! The very remembrance makes mc ſhake 


wth horror. Could an outrageous huſband make 


2 villain ſuffer more, that had diſhonourcd his 
bed? Ah! what right had a cruel uncle over us? 
We were joined to each other even before the altar, 
vhich ſhould have protected you from the rage of 
your enemies, Muft a wife draw on you that 
puriſhment which ought not to fall on any but an 
aulterous lover? Behdes, we were ſeparated ; you 
vere 'buſy in your exerciſes, and inſtrutted a 


karned auditory in myſteries, which the greateſt” 


geniuſes Before you were not able to penetrate 
and I, in obedience to you, retired to a cloyiter, 
chere ſpent whole days in thinking of you, and 
lometimes meditating on holy leffons, to Which I 
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endeavoured to apply myſelf. In this very junc. 
ture you became the victim of the moſt unhappy 
love. You alone expiated the crime common to 
us both : you only were puniſhed, though both 
of us were guilty, You, who were leaſt ſo, was 
the object of the whole vengeance of a barbarouz 
man, But why ſhould I rave at your affaſſing? 
I, wretched I, "Hl ruined you; I have been the 
original of all your misfortunes ! Good Heaven! 
why was I born to he the occaſion of ſo 
tragical an accident? How dangerous is it 
for a great man to ſuffer himſelf to be 
moved by our ſex! He ought from his infanc 
to be inured to inſenſibility of heart againſt al 
our charms. ** Hearken, my ſon” (laid formerly 
the wiſeſt of men), attend and keep my inſtruc- 
c tions, If a beautiful woman by her looks en- 
« deavour to entice thee, permit not thyſelf to be 
% overcome by a corrupt inclination z reject the 
« poiſon ſhe offers, and follow not the paths which 
5 ſhe directs. Her houſe is the gate of deftruc- 
& tion and death.” I have long examined things, 
and have found that death itſelf is a leſs dangerous 
evil than beauty. *Tis the ſhipwreck of liberty, 
a fatal ſnare, "LO which it is impoſſible ever to 
get free, Twas woman which threw down the 
rſt man from that glorious condition in which 
Heaven had placed him. She, who was created in 
order to partake of his happineſs, was the ſole 
cauſe of his ruin. How bright had been thy 
glory, Sampſon, if thy heart had been as firm 
againſt the charms of Dalilah, as againſt the wea- 
ns of the Philiſtines ! A woman diſarmed and 
trayed thee, who hadſt been a glorious conque- 


ror of armies, Thou ſaweſt thyſelf delivered into 
the hands of thy enemies; thou walt deprived gf 


wy 
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thy eyes, thoſe, inlets of love into thy ſoul, Diſ. 
tracted and defpairing didſt thou die, without any 
conſolation but that of involving thy enemies in 
thy deſtruction. Solomon, that he might pleaſe 
women, forſook the care of pleaſing God. That 
king, whoſe wiſdom princes came from all parts 
to admire, he whom God had choſe to build him 
a temple, abandoned the worſhip of, thoſe very 
altars he had defended, and proceeded to ſuch a 
pitch of folly as even to burn incenſe to idols, 
Job had no enemy more cruel than his wife, 
What temptations did he not bear? The evil 
f ſpirit, who had declared himſelf his perſecutor, 
employed a woman as an inſtrument to ſhake his 
conſtancy; and the fame evil fpirit made Heloiſe 
an inſtrument to ruin Abeiard ! All the poor 
comfort I have is, that I am not the voluntary 
cauſe of your misfortunes, 1 have not betrayed 
\ WT you; but my conſtancy and love have been de- 
ſtructive to you. If I have committed a crime in 
having loved you with conſtancy, I ſhall never be 
able to repent of that crime. Indeed, I gave my- 
ſelf up too much to the captivity of thoſe ſoft er- 
rors into which my riting paſſion ſeduced me. I 
have endeavoured to pleaſe you, even at the ex- 
pence of my virtue, and therefore deſerve thoſe 
__ I feel. My guilty tranſports could not but 

ve a tragical end. As ſoon as 1 was perſuaded 
of your love, alas! I ſcarce delayed a moment 
rehgning mylelt to all your proteſtations. To be 
beloved by Abelard was, in my etteem, too much 
759, and I too impatiently deſired it, not to be- 
eve it immediately. I endeavoured at nothing 
but convincing you of my utmoſt paſſion. I 
made no utfe of thoſe defences ot diſdain and ho- 
nour ; thoſe enemies of pleaſure, which tyrannize 
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_ appeaſe an angry God. For to ſhew you what a p 


over our ſex, made in me but a weak and unpre 


fitable reſiſtance. I ſacrificed all to nxy love, andi © 
J foreed my duty to give place to the ambi: ion o p 
making happy the moſt gallant and learned perſo p 
of the age. If any conſideration had been able 0 
to ſtop me, it would have been without doubt the __. 
intereſt of my love. I feared leſt having nothing bo 
further for you to deſire, your paſſion might be x 
come languid, and you might 2 for. new plea. C 
ſures in ſome new conqueſt. But it was ealy fo . 
you to cure me of a ſuſpicion ſo oppoſite to m 
own inclination. I ought to have foreſeen other c 
more certain evils ; and to have conſidered that © 
the idea of loſt enjoy ments would be the trouble ; 
of my whole life. | « 
How happy ſhould I be, could I waſh out 1 
with my tears the memory of thoſe pleaſuri ,. 
which yet I think of with delight! At leaft I will g. 
exert ſome generous endeavour, and by ſmother „ 
mg in my heart thoſe deſires to which the fraiſ |. 
of my naturg, may give birth, I will exerciſe tor- 4 
elf, like thoſe the rage of your +. 


ments open "wy 
enemies has made you ſuffer, I will endeavour} .. 
by that means to ſatisfy you at leaſt, if I cannot .. 


deplorable condition I am in, and how far my | 
repenfance is from being available, I dare even, 


accuſe Heaven every moment of cruelty, for deli. .. 


vering you into thoſe ſnares which were prepared 1. 
for you. My repinings kindle the divine wrath „ 


when I ſhould endeavour to draw down mercy. |, 
In order to expiate a crime, 'tis not ſufficient 1. 

that we bear the puniſhment ; whatever we ſuffer 

is accounted as nothing, if the paſſions ſtill con- n 

tinuc, and the heart is inflamed with the ſame de- |, 

res. "Tis an caly matter to contels a weaknel il d 
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ind to inſtict ſome puniſhment upon ourſelves ; 
but tis the laſt violence to our rature to extin- 
uiſh the memory uf pleaſures, which by a tweet * 
habit have gained abſolute poſſeſſion of our minds, 
How many perſons dp we obſerve who make an 
outward confeliion of their faults, yet, far from 
being afflicted for them, take a new pleaſure in 
relating them. Bitt rneſs of heart ought to ac- 
company ihe contefiion of the mouth, vet that 
very rar ly happens. I, who have experienced ſo 
many pleaſures in loving you, feel, in ſpite of my- 
ſelf, that 1 cannot repent of them, nor forbear 
enjoy nz hem ver again as much as is poſſible, 
by recolieQing them in mv memory. Whatever 
* er deuvours I vis, on whatever fide I tuin me, the 
| ſy ect idea ſtili purſues me, and every ohiect brings 
1 te my mind wha” I cught'to forget. During the 
b füll night, when my heart ought to be quiet in the 
£ r idſt cf ſicep, which ſuipends the greateſt diſtur- 
q bences, I cannot avoid thoſe ilufions my. heart 
MI ff cnins, I think I am ſtill with my dear Abe- 
q brd. I fee bim, I ſpeak to him, and hear him 
ar ſwer. Cha med with each other, we quit our 
piiofe phic ſtudies to entertain owfelives with our 
| pſlicn. Sometimes tuo I fecm to be a witneis of 
ue bloody entexprize of your enemies; J oppole 
t eir fury; 1 fil our apartment with fearful cries, 
rd in the moment I awake in tears. Even into 
tcly places before the al ar I carry with" me the 
r emory of our evilty loves. They are my whole 
a [vlineſs ; and, far from lamenting for having 
een ſeduced, 1 figh for having loft them. 

I remember (for #othing is forgot by lovers) 
the time and place in which you firit declared your 
love to me, and ſwore you would love me till 
bath. Your words, your oaths, are all deeply 
f I» 


weakneſs, and ſtrengthen me by thy grace? Yo 


tempeſt has driven you into the haven, Gol 
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engraven in my heart. The diſorder of my if 


courſe diſcovers to every one the trouble of mz 
mind. My fighs betray me; and your name it 
continually in my mouth. When I am in this 
condition, why doſt not thou, O Lord ! pity m 


are happy, Abelard, this grace has prevented. you 
and your misfortune has been the occaſion of 
your finding reft, The puniſhment of your body 
has cured the deadly wounds of your foul. The 


who ſeemed to lay his hand heavily upon you 
fought only to help you: he is a father cha'tizing 
and not an enemy revenging ; a wiſe phyſician, 


utting you to ſome pain in order to preſerve your. : 
ife. * a thouſand times more to be lamented 4 
than you; I have a thovſand paſſions to combat t 
with. I muſt reſiſt thoſe fires which love kindes“ 
in a young heart. Our ſex is nothing but weak. ** 
neſs, and I have the greater difficulty to defend a 
myſelf, becauſe the enemy that attacks me plcates 80 
me: I doat on the danger which threatens me; 75 
how then can I avoid falling ? 4 
In the midlt of theſe firuggles, I endeavour 2 . 
leaſt to conceal my weakneſs from thoſe you have * 
entruſted to my care. All who are about me ad- Las 
mire my virtue; but could their eyes penzrratefM. 
into my heart, what would they not diſcover? * 
My paſſions there are in a rebellion; I preſide over 4 ir 
others, but cannot rule myſelf. I have but a fa g, 
covering, and this ſeeming virtue is a real vice. 85 
Men judge me praiſe-worthy, but I am guilty be- A 
fore God, from whote all-ſecing eye nothing 8s 4 


hid, and who views, through all their foldings, 


the ſecrets of all hearts. ] cannot eſcape his iſe * 
covery. And yet it is a great deal tg in to man- 
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tin even this appearance of virtue. This trouble- 
me hypocriſy is in ſome ſort commendable, I 
give no ſcandal to the world, which is fo eaſy to 
take bad impreſſions. I do not ſhake the virtue 
of thoſe feeble ones who are under my conduct. 
With my heart full of the love of man, I exhort 
them at,Jeaſt to love only God. Charmed with 
the pomp of worlaſy plcatures, 1 endeavour to 
bew them that they are all deceit and vanity, I 
have juſt ſtrength enough to conceal from them 
my inclinations, and I loek upon that as a power- 
ful eſtect of grace. If it is not ſufficient to make 
me embrace virtue, tis enough to keep me from 
wmmitting ſin. 

And yet it is in vain to endeavour to ſeparate 
Bee two things. They mutt be guilty who 
merit nothing; and 9 depart from virtue who 

lay to approach it. Beſides, we ought to have 
to other motive than the love of God. Alas! what 
en I then hope for? I own, to my confuſion, I 
kar more the offending a man, than the provoking 
Cod, and ſtudy leſs the pleaſing him than you. 
Yes, tas your command only, and not a ſincere 
wocation, as is imagined, that (hut me up in theſe 
doyſters. I fought to give you. eaſe, and not to 
lanftify myſelf. How unhappy am I! I tear my. 
lf from all that pleaſes me; I bury myſelf here 
ave; 1 exerciſe myielt in the molt rigid faſtings, 
and fuch ſeverities as crucl laws impoie on us; I 
fed myſelf with tears and ſorrows ; and notwith- 
Ending this I deſerve nothing for all the hard- 
bips I ſuffer. My fall piety has long deceived 
jou as well as others; you have thought me eaſy, 
jet I was more Jiurbed than ever, You per- 
aded yourſelf I was whoily taken up with my 
duty, yet I had no buſineſs but love. Under this 
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miſtake you deſire my prayers ; alas! I muſt ex- 
pett yours. De not preſume upon my virtue and 
my care. I am wavering, and you mult fix me 
by your advice. I am yet feeble; you mult ful. 
tain and guide me by your counſel, | 
What occaſion had you to praiſe me? Praiſe is 
often hurtful to thoſe on whom it is beſtowgd, A 
ſerret vanity ſprings up iu the heart, blinds us, 
and conceals from us wounds that are ill cured, 
A ſeducer flatters us, and at the ſame time aims 
a our deſtruftion. A ſincere friend diiguiſes no- 
thing trom us, and far from paſſing a light hand 
over the wound, makes us feel it the more in- 
tenſely, by applying remedies, Why do you not 
deal after this manner with me? Will you be 


eſteemed a baſe and dangerous flatterer ? or, if 


2 chance to ſee any thing commendable in me, 
ave yon no fear that vanity, which is fo natural 
to all women, ſhould quite eitace it? But let us 
not judge of virt'e by outward appearances, for 
then the reprubate as well as the el:& may lay 
chim to it. An artful impoſtor may by his ad- 
dreis gain more admiration, than the true zeal of 
a faint. | 1 

The heart of man is a labyrinth whoſe windings 
are very difficult to be diſcovered. The praiſes you 
= me are the more dangerous, in regard that I 
ove the perſon who gives them. The more! 
delice to pleaſe you, the readier am I to believe all 
the merit you attribute to me. Ah, think rather 
how to ſupport my weak neſſes by whoicſome re- 
wonſtrances! Be rather fearful than confident 
of my ſalvation; ſay our virtue is founded upon 
weakneſs, and that thoſe only will be crowned 
who have fought with the greateſt difficulties. 
But I ſeck net for that crown which is the reward 
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af victory; I am content to avoid only the danger. 
It is ealier to keep off, than to win a battle, 
There are ſeveral degrees in glory, and I am not 
ambitious of the higheſt ; thoſe I leave to ſouls of 
great courage, who have been often victorious, 
I ſeek not to conquer, out of fear leſt I ſhould be 
overcome. Happy enough, if I can eſcape ſhip- 
wreck, and at laſt gain the port, Heaven com- 
mans me to renounce that fatal paſſion which 
unites me to you; but oh! my heart will never be 
able to conſent to it, Adieu. 
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HELOISE to ABELARD. 


HELOISE had been dangerouy/ly ill at the con- 
vent of the Paraclete : Immediately upon her 
recovery, /he wrote this letter to Abelard. She 
feems now to have diſengaged herſ-lf from him, 
and to have reſolved to think of nothing but 
repentance ; yet diſcovers ſome emotions, which 

mae it doubtful whether devotion bad en- 
tirely triumphed over her paſſion» 


Nee „„  wj ww = ,, »> « Ax ny 


EAR Abelard, you expect perhaps that I 
ſnould accuſe you of negligence. You have 

not anſwered my laſt letter, and, thanks to Heaven, 
in the conditionT now am, 'tis a happineſs to me 
that you ſhew ſo much inſenſibility for the fatal 
paſſion which had engaged me to you. At laſt, 
Ahelard, you have loſt Heloife for ever. Not-. 
withſtanding all the oaths I made to think of no- 
thing but you only, and to be entertained with 
nothing but you, I have baniſhed you from my 
thoughts, I have forgot you. Thou charming 
idea of a lover I once adoredz thou wilt no more 
be my happineſs! Dear image of Abelard ! thou 
wilt no more follow me every where, I will na 


«ea ww e = w m . oo cog cs . ůù .c wc@c<cuea_a 


=" 


HELOISE TO ABELARD, 127 


more remember thee. O celebrated merit of a man 
who, in ſpite of his enemies, is the wonder of his 
zge! O enchanting pleaſures to which Heloite 
entirely reſigned herſelf, you, you have been my 
tormentors. I confeſs, Ahelard, without a bluſh, 
my infidelity. Let my inconſtancy teach the 
world that there is no depending upon the pro- 
miſes of women; they are all ſubject to change. 
f This troubles you, Abelard; this news without 
doubt turprizes you; you could never imagine 
Heloiſe ſhould be inconſtant. She was prejudiced 
by fo ſtrong an inclination to you, that you can- 
not conceive how time could alter it. But be 
undeceived, I am going te diſcover to you my 
faliereſs; thuugh inſtcad of reproaching me, I 
wrivade myſelt you will ſhed tears of joy. 
When I ſhall have told you what rival hath raviſn- 
td my heart from you, you will praiſe my incon- 
ſtaney, and will pray thus rival to fix it, By this 
you may judge that *tis God alone that takes He- 

viſe from you. Yet, mv dear Abclard, he gives 
my mind that tranquillity which a quick emem- 
brance of our misfortunes would not ſuffer me to 
enjoy. Juſt Heaven! what other rival could take 
me from vou? Could you imagine it poſſible for 
pny mortal to blot vou trom my heart? Could 
ou think me guilty ot facrificing the virtuous and 
— Abelard to any other but to God ? No, I 
believe you haye done me juſtice in this pdint. I 
queſtion not but you are impatient to know what 
means God vied to accompliſh fo great an end; 
] will teil you, and wonder ar e fecret ways of 
Providence, Some few days after you ſent me your 
liſt jetter, I fell dangerocvily ul; the phyſicians 
gave me over; and | expetice certain death. 
Tien it was that wy paion, waich always be- 
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fore ſeemed innocent, appeared criminal to me. 
My memory repreſented faithfully to me all the 
paſt actions of my life, and 1 conteſs to you, m 
ove was the only pain I felt, Death, whic 
till then I had always conſidered as at a diſtance, 
now preſented itſelf to me ſuch as it appears to 
ſinners. © I began to dread the wrach of God, 
now I was going to experience it; and I repent. 
ed J had made no better vie of his grace. Thoſe 
tender letiers I have wrote to you, and thoſe 
paſſionate. converſations I have had with you, 
gave me as much pain now, as they formerly 
did pleaſure. Ah! miſerable Heloiſe, fad IJ, 
if it is a crime to give one's-ſelf up to ſuch ſoft 
tranſports ;'and if, after this life is ended, pus 
niſhment certainly ſollows them; why didſt thou 
not reſiſt ſo dangerous an inclination ? Think on 
the tortures that are prepared for thee, conſider 
with terror that ſtore of torments, and recollect 
at the ſame time thoſe pleaſures which thy 
deluded foul. thought ſo entrancing. Ah, pur» 
ſued I, doſt thou not almoſt deipair for having 
rioted in ſuch falſe pleaſures? In ſhort, Abe- 
lard, imagine all the remorſe of mind I ſuffered, 
and you will not he aſtoniſhed at my change. 
Solitude is inſupportable to a mind which is not 
ealy ; its troubles increale in the midit of ſi- 
lence, and retirement heightens them. Since I 
have been ſhut up within theſe walls, I have 
done nothing but weep for our misfortunes, 
This cloyſter has reſounded with my cries, and, 
like a wretch condemned to eternal ſlavery, I 
have worn out my days in griet and ſighing. In- 


ſtead of fulfilling God's merciful dengn vpon 


me, I have offended him; I bave lo.ked upon 
this facred refuge like a friglutul priſon, and 
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have borne with unwillingneſs the yoke of the 
Lord. Inftead of ſanctifying myſelf by a life 
of penitence, I have confirmed my reprobation. 
What a fatal wandering ! But, Abelard, I have 
torn off the bandage which blinded me, and, if 
I dare rely upon the emotions which I have felt, 
I have made myteit worthy of your eſteem, You 
are no more that amorous Abelard, who, to 
gain a private converſation with me by night, 
uled inceſſantly to contrive new ways to deceive 
the vigilance of our obſervers. The misfortune 
which happened to you after ſo many happy mo- 
ments gave you a horror for vice, and you in- 
ſtantly conſecrated the reſt of your days to virtue, 
and feemed to fubmit to this neceſſity willingly. 
indeed, more tender than you, and more ſenſi- 
ble of ſoft pleaſures, bore this misfortune with 
extreme impatience. You have heard my excla- 
mations againſt your enemies. You have ſeen 
my whole reſentment in thoſe letters I wrote to 
you, "Twas this without doubt which deprived 
me of the eſteem of my Abelard : you were 
alarmed at my tranſports, and if you will con- 
teſs the truth, you perhaps deſpaired of my fal- 
vation, You could not foreſee that Heloiſe would 
conquer ſo _—_— 2 paſhon. But you have been 
deceived, Abelard; my weakneſs, when fup- 
ported by grace, hath not hindered me from ob- 
taining a compleat victory. Reſtore me then to 
your good opinion; your own piety ought to 
ſolicit you to this, . 

But what ſecret trouble riſes in my ſoul, what 
unthought-of motion oppoſes the retclution I 


bave formed of fighing no more for Abelard? 


ina Heaven ! have I not yet triumphed over m 
ve? Unhappy Heloiſe ! as long as thou drawel 
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a breath, it is decreed thou muſt love Abelagd ! 
Weep, unfortunate wretch as thou art, thou ne- 
ver hadſt a more juſt occaſion. Now I ought to 
die with grief; grace bad overtaken. me, and I 
had promiſed to be faithful to it; but I now per- 
jure myſell, and ſacrifice even grace to Abe» 
lard. This ſacrilegious ſacrifice filis up the mea- 
ſure of my iniquities. After this can I hope 
God ſhonld open to me the treaſures of his mer- 
ey? Have I not tired out his forgiveneſs ? I be. 
gan to offend him from the moment I firſt ſaw 
Abelard; an unhappy ſympathy engaged us 
both in a criminal commerce; and God railed 
us up an enemy to ſeparate us. I lament and 
hate the misfortune which hath lighted upon us, 
and adore the cauſe. Ah, I ought rather to 
explain this accident as the ſecret ordinance of 
Heaven, which diſapproved of our engagement, 
and apply myſelf to extirpate my paſſion. How 
much better were it entirely to forget the object of 
it, than to preſerve the memory of it, 1o fatal to 
the quiet of my life and ſalvation ? Great 
God ! ſhail Abelard always poſſeſs my thought ? 
Can I never free myſelf from choſe chains which 
bind me to him ? But perhaps I am unreaſon- 
ably afraid; virtue directs all my motions, and 
they are all ſubject to grace. Fear no more, dear 
Abelard; I have no longer any of thoſe ſentiments, 
which being deſcribed in my letters have occa» 
ſioned you ſo much trouble. I will no more en- 
dea our, by the relation of thoſe pleaſures our 
new-born paſſion gave us, to awaken that crimi- 
nal fondneſs you may have for me. I free you 
from all your oaths : forget the names of lover 
and huſband, but keep always that of father, I 
expect no more from you chose tender proteſta · 
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tions, and thoſe letters ſo proper to Keep up the 
commerce of love. I demand nothing of you 
but ſpiritual advice and wholetome directions. 
The path ot holineſs, however thorny it may be, 
will yet appear agreeable when I walk in your 
ſteps. You will always find me ready to tollow 
ou, I ſhall read with more pleaſure the letters 
in which you ſhall deſcribe to me the advantages 
of virtue, than ever I did thoſe by which you fo 
artfully inſtilled the fatal poiſon of our paſſion, 
Yeu cannot now be ſilent, without a crime. 
When I was poſſciled with ſo violent a love, and 
preſſed you ſo earneſtly to write to me, how ma- 
ny letters did I fend you before I could obtain 
one from you ! You denied me in my niaſery 
the only comfort which was left me, becauie 
you thought it pernicious. You endeavenred by 
ſeveritics to forte me to forget you; nor can [ 
blame you; but now you have nothing to fear. 
A lucky diſeaſe, which Providence termed to 
have chaſtized me with tor my ſanctitication, 
hath done what all human etfur:s, and your cru - 
elty, in vain attempted. I ſce now the vanity 
of that tappinets which we had {ct our hearts 
upon, as it we weie never to have leſt it. What 
fears, what uncalinels have we been bbliged to 
jutter ! 

No, Lord, there is no pleaſure upon earth, 
but that which vutue gives! The heart amidit 
all worktly delights feels a fung; tis uneaſy, and 
Nulels wi fixed on Thee, What have I not ſuf- 
fred, Abtlard, while 1 kept alive in my retire- 
ment thoſe fires which rumcd me in the werid ! I 
faw with horror the walls which ſurround me: 
the hours ſeemed as long as years. I repented a 
thouiand umes the having buried niylelt hei c. 
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But fince grace has opened my eyes, all the ſcene 
is changed, Solitude looks charming, ard the 
_ tranquillity which I behold here enters my very 
heart. In the ſatisfaction of doing my duty. I 
feel a pleaſure above all that riches, pomp, 
or ſenſuality could afford. My quiet has indeed 
. coſt me dear; I have bought it even at the price 
of my lobe: I have offered a violent ſacrifice, and 
which ſeemed above my power, I have torn ycu 
from my heart, and be not jealous; God reigns 
there in your ſtead, who ought always to have 
pollefſed it entire. Be content with having a 
i my ming, which you ſhall never loſe. 

ſhall always take a ſecret pleaſure in thinking 
of you, and eſteem it a glory to obey thole rules 
you ſhall give me. . 

This very moment I receive a letter from you; 
Iwill read it, and anſwer it immediately. You 
mall ſee by my exactneſs in writing to Fou, that 

ou are alwars dear to me,——You very oblig- 
- ingly reproach me for delaying ſo long to wiite 
you any neus: my illneſs muſt excuſe that. I 
omit no opportunities of giving you marks of 
my remembrance. I thank vou for the uneati- 
neſs you ſay my ſilence cauſed you, and the Kind 
fears you expreſs concerning my health. Yours, 
you tell me, is but weakly, and you thought 
ately you ſhould have died. With what indif- 
ference, cruel man do you acquaint me with a 
thing io certain to afflic't me ? I told you in my 
former letter how unhappy I ſhould be if you 
died; and if you loved me, you would mode. 
rate the rigour of your aultere life. I repreſented 
to you the occaſion I bad for your advice, and 
conſequently the reaſon there was you ſhould 
take care of yourſelf. But I wül not tire you 
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with the repetition of the ſame things. You 
« defire us not to forget you in our prayers.” Ah, 
dear Abelard ! you may depend upon the zeal of 
this ſociety ; 'tis devoted to you, and you cane 
not juſtly charge it with forgetfulneſs. You are 
our father, we your children : you are our guide, 
and we reſign ourſelves with aſſurance in your 
piety. You command, we obey ; we faithfully 
execute what you have prudently directed. We 
impole no penance on ourſelves but what you re- 
commend, leſt we ſhould rather follow an indiſ- 
creet zeal than ſolid virtue. In a word, nothing 
is thought rightly done, if without Abelard's ap- 
probation, You inform me of one thing that 
perplexes me, that you have heard that ſome of 
our ſiſters gave bad examples, and that there is 
general looſeneſs amongit them. Ought this 
bv ſeem ſtrange to you, who know how monaſte- 
nes are filled now-a-days ? Do fathers conſult 
de inclinations of their children when they «tile 
+ WT them? Are not intereſt and policy their only 
mies à This is the reaſon that | monaſteries are 
WH often filled with thoſe who are a ſcandal to them, 
But I conjure you to tell me what are the irregu- 
LY larities you have heard of, and to teach nie a pro- 
fer remedy for them. I have not yet oblerved 
that looſeneſs you mention; when I have, I 
will take due care, I walk my rounds. every 
night, and make thoſe I catch abroad return to 
weir chambers ; for I remember all the adven- 
tures which happened in the monalteries near. Pa- 
ns. You end your letter with a general deplor 
ing of your unhappineſs, and wiih for death as 
theend of a troubleſome life. Is it poſſible a ge- 
nius ſo great as yours ſhould never get above his 
palt misfortunes ? 57 would the world ſay 
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ſhould they read your letters as I do? Would 
they conſider the noble motive of your retirement 
or not rather think you had ſhut yourſelf up only 
to lament the condition to which my uncle' 
revenge had reduced you? What would you 
young pupils ſay, who come lo far to hea 
you, and prefer your ſevere lectures to the ſoft 
nels of a worldly life, if they ſhould fee you & 


all thoſe weakneſſes from which your rules can: 
ſecure them? This Abelard they ſo much ad“ 
mice, this great perſonage which guides them 
would loſe his fame, and become the ſcorn of hi 
pupils. If theſe reaſons are not ſufficient to gin 
you conſtancy in your misfortunes, caſt you 
eyes upon me, and admire my reſolution of ihut 
ting myſelf up by your example. I was young 
when we were teparated, and (if I dare beliest 
what ypu were always telling me) worthy of ang, 
entleman's atfe&tions. It 1 had loved nothing, 
in Abelard but ſenfual pleaſure, a thouſane 
agreeable young men might have comforted m 
upon my leis ot him, You know what I har 
done, excuſe me therefore from repeating it 
think of thoſe aſſurances I gave you of loving 
you with the utmoſt tenderneſs, I dried you 
tears with kiſſes, and becauſe you were lels pow . 
erful, I became leſs reſerved. Ah, it you had — 
Joved with delicacy, the oiths I made, the tram 
ports I accompanied them with, the innocent , I. 
reſſes I protulely gave you, all this ſure migi 
have comfcrted you, Had you obſerved me t 
grow by degrees indifferent to you, you migh 
have had reaſon to deſpair ; but you never recess 
ed greater marks of my paſſion, than after hal 
cruel revenge upon you, 
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Let me ſee no more in your letters, dear Abe- 
krd, ſuch murmurs againſt Fortune; you are not 
theonly one ſhe has perſecuted, and you ought 


v forget her outrages. What a ſhame is it for 
W:philvlopher not th be comforted for an accident 
: which might happen to any man ! Govern your- 
lf by my example. I was born with violent 
"MWhiſlions ; 1 daily ftrive with the moſt tender emo- 
bons, and glory in triumphing and ſubiecting 
*Whiem to reaſon ; muſt a weak mind fortify one 


hat is ſo much ſuperior ? But whither am I 
tanſported ? Is this diſcourſe directed to my 
tar Abelard ? one that practiſes all thoſe virtues 
te teaches ? If you complain of Fortune, tis 
ut ſo much that you feel her ſtrokes, as that you 
annot ſhew your enemies how much to 
tame they were in attempting to hurt you, 
leave them, Abelard, to exhauſt their malice, 
md continue to charm your auditors. Diſcover 
hole treaſures of learning Heaven ſeems to have 
rlerved for yuu ; your enemies, ſtruck wich the 
ſplendor of your reaſoning, wil! do you juſtice, 
How happy ſhould I be, could I (ee all the world 
x entirely perſuaded of your probity as I am! 
tour learning is allowed by all the world: prong 
geateſt enemies confeſs you are ignorant of no- 
kung that the mind of man is capable of know- 


lug. 
My dear huſband ! (this is the laſt time I ſhall 


e that expreſſion) ſhall I never ſee you again? 


betore death? What doſt thou ſay, wretched He- 
aſe ? Doſt thou know what thou defireſt ? Canſt 
wu behold thoſe lively eyes without recolle&ing 
hole amorous glances which have been ſo fatal tg 
ee? Canſt thou view that majeſtic air of Abe- 
N 2 


ball T never have the pleaſure of embracing you 
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lard, without entertaining a jealouſy of every one 
that ſees fo charming a man? that mouth which 
cannot be looked upon without defire ? In ſhort, all 
the perſon of Abelard cannot be viewed by any 
woman without danger. Deſire therefore ng 
more to ſee Abelard. If the memory of him has 
cauſed thee ſo much trouble, Hcloiſe, what will 
not his preſence do? What deſires will it not'ex- 
cite in thy ſoul? How will it be poſſible for thee 
to keep thy reaſon at the fight of ſo amiable-a 
man! J will own to you what makes the greateſt 
pleaſure I have in my retirement. After having 
paſſed the day in thinking of you, full of the 
dear idea, I give myſelf up at night to ſleep. 
Then it is that Heloiſe, who dares not without 
trembling think of you by day, reſigns herlelf 
entirely to the pleaſure of hearing you, and 
ſpeak ng to you, I fee you, Abelard, and glut 
my eyes with the ſight. Sometimes you entertain 
me with the ltory of your tecret. troubles and 
grievances, and create in me a ſenſtble ſorrow; 
ſometimes, forgetting the perpetual obſtacles to our 
deſires, you preſs me to make you happy, and! 
eaſily yield to your tranſports. Sleep gives you 
what your enemies rage has deprived you of; 
and our ſouls, animated with the ſame paſhon, 
are ſenſible of the ſame pleaſure. But ob, you 
delightful illuſons, ſoft errors, how ſoon do you 
vaniſh away ! At my awaking I open my eyes 
and ſee no Abelard; I (ſtretch out my arm to take 
hold of him, but he is not there ; I call him, he 
hears me not, What a fool am I to tell you my 
dreams, who are inſenſible of theſe plcaſures! 
But do you, Abelard, never ſee Heloiſe in your 
ſleep? How does ſhe appear to you? Do you 
entertain hec with the — tender language as 
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e formerly, when Fulbert committed her to your 
ae? When 57 awake, art you pleaſed or ſorry? 
Pardon me, Abelard, pardon a miſtaken. lover. 
y Wl! rauit no more expect that vivacity from you, 
o Wl which once animated all your actions. Tis no 
u more time to require from you a perfect correſpon- 
11 WF dence of deſires, We have bound ourſelves to 
. WT {vere auſterities, and muſt follow them, let them 
e colt us never to dear. Let us think of our duties 
a WT in theſe rigours, and make a good uſe of that 
t neceflity which keeps us ſeparate. You, Abe- 
o ard, will happily finiſh your courſe ; your deſires 
end ambitions will be no obſtacle to your ſalva- 
p. on. Heloiſe only muſt lament ; ſhe only muſt 
it WT weep, without being certain whether all ber teais 
vill be available or not to her ſalvation. 
d I had like to have ended my letter without ac» 
ut WH quainting you with what happened here a few 
days ago. A young nun, who was one of thoſe 
ho are forced to take up with a convent with- 
out any examination whether it will ſuit with 
ur their tempers or not, is, by a ſtratagem I know 
I nothing of, eſcaped, and, as they ſay, fled with 
WW ayoung gentleman ſhe was in love with into En- 
[; gland. I have ordered all the houſe to conceal 
"Wl the matter. Ah, Abelard ! if you were near us, 
du theſe diſorders would not happen., All the fitters 
WF charmed with ſeeing and hearing you, would 
WM think of nothing but practiſing your rules and 
directions. The young nun had never formed 
ney fo criminal a deſign as * of breaking her vows, 
nad you been at our head to exhort es to live ho- 
lily, If your eyes were witneſſes of our actions, 
ur they would be innocent. When we flipt, you 
ve would lift us up, and eſtabliſh us by your coun- 
„bels; we ſhoul * ſure ſteps in ths 
3 | 
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rou ths of virtue. I begin to perceive, Abe- 
rough at I take too Gn co pet writing to 

ou. I ought to burn my letter. It ſhews you 

am ſtill engaged in a deep paſſion for you, tho' 
at the beginning of it I deligned to perſuade you 
of the contrary. I am ſenſible of the motions 
both of grace and paſſion, and by turns yield to 
each. ave pity, Abelard, of the condition to 
which you have brought me; and make in ſome 

eaſure the latter days of = life as quiet, as the 
ft hare been uneaſy and diſturbed. 


LET. 
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LETTER VI. 
ABELARD to HELOISE, 


ABELARD having at laſt conquered the remains 
of his unhappy paſſion, had d termined to put 
anend to ſo dangerous a correſpondence as that 
between Heloiſe and himſelf. The following 

leiter therefore, though wrilten with no leſs 
concern than his former, is free from mixtures 
of a worldly paſſion, and is full of the warmeſt 
ſentiments of piety, and the moſt moving ex+ 
hortations. 


RITE no more to me, Heloiſe, write na 
more to me; *tis time to end a commerce 
which makes our mortifications of no advantage 
to us. We retired from the world to ſanctify 
ourſelves ; and by a conduct directly contrary to 
Chriſtian morality, we become odious to Jeſus 
Chriſt. Let us no more deceive ourſelves, by 
flattering ourſelves with the remembrance of our 
paſt pleaſures; we ſhall make our lives trouble- 
ſome, and we ſhall be incapable of reliſhing the 
ſweets of ſolitude, Let us make a good ule of 
our auſterities, and no longer preſerve the ideas of 
our crimes amongſt the ſeverities of penitence, 
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Let a mortification of body and mind, a ſtrict 
faſting, continual ſolitude, profound and holy 
meditations, and a ſincere love of God, ſucceed 
our former irregularities. CIR 
Let us try to carry religious perfection to av 
difficult point. Tis beautiful to find in Chrit: 
tianity minds ſo diſengaged from the earth, from 
the creatures and themſelves, that they ſeem to 
act independently of thoſe bodies they are joined 
to, and to uſe them as their flaves. e can ne- 
ver raiſe ourlelves to too great heights, when God 
is the object. Be our endeavours never ſo great, 
they will always come ſhort of reaching that ex. 
alted Divinity, which even our apprehenſions 
cannot reach, Let us a& for God's glory, inde. 
pendent of the creatures or ourlelves, without 


any regard to our own deſires, or the ſentiments. 


of others. Were we in this temper of mind, 
Heloiſe, I would willingly make my abode at the 
Paraclete, My earneſt care for a houſe I have 
founded, would draw a thouſand bleſſings on it. 
I would inſtru& it by my words, and animate it 
by my example. I would watch over the lives 
of my ſiſters, and would command nothing but 
what I myſelf would perform. I would direct 
you to pray, meditate, labour, and keep vows of 
44 and I would myſelf pray, meditate, la- 
beur, and be filent, 5 | 
However, when I ſpoke, it ſhould be to lift you 
up when you ſhould fall, to ſtrengthen you in 
your weakneſſes, to enlighten you in that darkneſs 
and obſcurity which might at any time ſurpriſe 
you. I would comfort you under theſe ſeverities 
uſed by perſons of great virtue. I would mode- 
rate the vivacity of your zeal and picty, and give 
your virtue an even temperament. I would point 
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out thoſe duties which you ought to know, and 
ſatisfy you in thoſe douhts which tile wedkneſs of 
your reaſon might occaſion. I would be your 
maſter and father; and by a marvellous talent, I 
would become lively, flow, ſoft, or ſevere, ac- 
cording to the different characters of thoſe I ſhould 
guide in the painful path of Chriſtian perfection. 
But whither does. my vain imagination carry 
me? Ah, Heloiſe, how far are we from ſuch a 
happy temper! Your heart ſtill burns with that 
fatal fire which you cannot extinguiſh, and mine 
is full of trouble and eee Think not, 
Heloiſe, that I enjoy herc a perfect peace; I will, 
for the laſt time, open my heart to you; I am 
not yet diſengaged from you; I fight againſt m 
excciſive tenderneſs for you; yet in ſpite of all 4 
my endeavours, the remaining frailty makes me 
but too ſenſible ut your ſorrows, and gives me | 
ſhare in them. Your letters have indeed moved 
me; I could not read with indifference characters 
wrote by that dear hand. I figh, I weep, and 
all my reafon 1s ſcarce ſufficient to conceal 'my 
weakneſs from my pup'ls. This, unhappy He- 
olle! is the miſerable condition of Abclard. The 
world, which generally errs in its notions, thinks 
I am eaſy, and, as if I had loved only in you the 
gratification of ſenſe, imagines I have now for- 
got you. But what a mittake is this! People in- 
deed did not miſtake in thinking, when we ſepa- 
rated, that ſhame and griet tor having been ſo 
cruelly uſed made me abandon the world, "Twas 
not, as you know, a ſincere repentance for have - 
ng offended God, which inſpired me with a de- 
ſign of retiring: however, I conſidered the ac- 
cident hich happened to vs as a ſecret deſign of 
Providence, to puniſh our crimes; and only 
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locked upon Fulbert as the inſtrument of Divine 


vengeance, Grace drew me into an aſylum 
where I might yet have remained, if the rage of 
my enemies would have permitted: I have en- 
dured all their perſecutions, not doubting but God 
himſelf raiſed them up in order to purity me. 
When be ſaw me pertectly obedient to his holy 
will, he permitted that I ſhould juſtif) my doc- 
trine; I made its purity public, and ſhewed in the 
end that my faith was not only orthodox, but alſo 
perfectly clear from even the ſuſpicion of novelty. 
I ſhould be happy if I had none to fear but my 
enemies, and no other hindrance to my ſalvation 
but their calumny; but, Heloiſe, you make me 
trouble: your letters declare to me that you are 
enſlaved to a fatal paſſion z and yet if 18 cannot 
conquer it, you cannot be ſaved; and what part 


would you have me take in this caſe? Would 


you have me ſtifle the inſpirations of the Holy 
Ghoſt? Shall-I, to ſooth you, dry up thoſe tears 
which the evil ſpirit makes you ſhed ? Shall this 
be the fruit of my meditations? No: let us be 
more firm in our reſolutions ; we have not retired 
but in order to lament our fins, and to gan Hea- 
ven; let us then reſign ourſelves to God with all 
our hearts. = 

I know every thing in the beginning is difficult; 
but it 1s glorious to undertake the beginning of a 
great action; and that glory increaſes proportion» 
ably as the ditficulties are more conſiderable. We 
ought upon this account to ſurmount bravely all 


obſtacles which might hinder us in the practice of 


Chriſtian virtue. In a monaſtery men, are proved 
as gold in the furnace. No-one can continue long 


there, unleſs he bear worthily the yoke of our 
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Attempt to break thoſe ſhameful chains which, 
bind you to the fleſh ; and if by the aſſiſtance of 
grace you are ſo happy as to accompliſh this, I 
entreat you to think of me in your prayers. En- 
deavour with all your ſtrength to be the pattern of 
a perfect chriſtian, It is difficult, I confeſs, but 
not impoſſible; and I _ this beautiful tri- 
umph from your teachable diſpoſition, If — 
firſt endeavours prove weak, give not yourſelf up 
to deſpair ; that would be cowardice, Beſides, 
I would, have you informed, that you muſt neceſ- 
ſarily take — pains, becauſ- you ſtrive to con- 
quer a terrible enemy, to extinguiſh raging fire; 
and to reduce to ſubjection your deareſt affec- 
tions, you muſt fight againſt your own defires x 
be not therefore preſſed down with the weight of 
your corrupt nature. You have to do with a 
cunning adverſary, who will uſe all means to ſeduce 
7 Be always upon- your guard. While we 
ive, we are expoled to temptations, This made a 
great Saint ſay, that “ the whole lite of man was a 
temptation.” The Devil, who never ſteeps, walks 
continually around us, in order to ſurprize us on 
ſome unguarded ſide, and enters into our ſoul to 
deſtroy it. | Y 

However perfect any one may be, yet he may 
fall into temptation:, and perhaps into ſuch as 
may be uſcful. Nor is it wonderful that man 
ſhould. never be czempt from thera, becauſe he 
hath always in himſelf their ſource, concu- 
piſcence : ſcarce are we delivered from one 
temptation, but another attacks us. Such 1s the 
lot of the poſterity of Adam, that they fhuuld 
always have lomething to ſuffer, becauſe they 
have forfeited their primitive happineſs. We 
vainly flatter ourſelves that we ſhall conquer 


— —ů — _ 
” 


. "temptations by flying: if we join. not patience 
and humility, we ſhall torment ourſelves to no 


end by imploring God's aſſiſtance, than by uſing 
any means drawn from ourſelves. 


will fall into few temptations : whenever they 
| ſhall come, ſtifle them in their birth; let them 


when it has gained ſtrength, medicines will be 
_ unavailable. "Temptations have their degrees: 


aut any fears; a pleaſure is formed out of them; 


Jou in my prayers, and always beſcech him te 


ry. The very neceſſities to which our body it 


„ Lord (iaid the Royal Prophet), deliver me from 


FL 
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purpoſe, We ſhall more certainly compaſs our 
e conftant, Heloiſez truſt in God, and you 


not take root in your heart. Apply remedies 
to a diſeaſe, ſaid an ancient, in its beginning, for 


they are at firſt mere thoughts, and do not appear 
dangerous; the imagination receives them with- 


we pauſe upon it, and at laſt we yield to it. 

Do you now, Heloiſe, applaud my deſign of 
making you walk in the ſteps of the ſaints? Do 
my words give you any reliſh for penitence? 
Have you not remorſe for your wanderings, and 
do you not wiſh you could, like Magdalen, waſh 
our Saviour's feet with tears? If you have not 
yet theſe ardent emotions, pray that he would in- 
ſpire them. I ſhall never ceaſe to recommend 


aſfiſt you in your deſire of dying bolily. You 
have quitted the world; and what object was 
worthy to datain you there? Lift up your eyes 
alwais to Him 10 whom you have conſecrated the 
reſt ot your days. Life upon ths earth is miſe 


ſubject here, are matter of affliction to a ſaint, 


t 
"my necethnes!” They are wretched who do not fi 
know themſelves for ſuch, and yet they are mot dis 


wretched who know their miſery, and do not hits 


* 
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the corruption of the age, What fools are men 
to engage themſelves to earthly things! They 
will be undeceived one day, and will know but 
too late how much they have been to blame in 
being ſuch falſe good. Perſons truly pious do 
nat thus miſtake ; they are diſengaged from all 
1 ſenſual pleaſures, and raiſe their . to Hea- 
"WW ven. Begin, Heloiſe; put your deſign in execu- 
don without delay; you have yet time enough to 
Vork out your ſalvation. Love Chriſt, and de- 
I ſpiſe yourſelf for his ſake. He would poſſeſs your 
e heart, and be the ſole ohject of your fighs and 
tears; ſeek for no comfort but in him, If you 
do not free yourſelf from me, you will fall with 
me ; but if you quit me and give up yourſelf to 
bm, you will be ſtedfaſt and immoveable. If 
you wn the Lord to forſake you, you will fall 
nto diſtreſs ; but if you be ever faithful to him, 
vou will be always in joy. Magdalen wept, as 
© thinking the Lord had forſaken her. But Mar- 
tha ſaid, See, the Lord calls you. Be diligent in 
your duty, and oo faithfully the motions of his 
grace, and Jeſus will remain always with you. 
1 Attend, Heloiſe, to ſome inſtructions I have to 
ag give you. You are at the head of a ſociety, and 
you know there is this difference between thoſe 
who lead a private life; and ſuch as are charged 
with the conduct of others: that the firſt need 
only labour for their own ſanctification, and in 
acquitting themſelves of their duties are not oblig- 
ed to practiſe all the virtues in ſuch an apparent 
manner; whereas they who have the conduct of 
others intruſted to them, ought by their _— 
to engage them to do all the good they are capable 
of in their condition, I beſeech you to attend to 


Nis truth, and ſo to _— it, as that your whois 


4 
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life may be a perfe& model of that of a religious 


recluſe. | 

God, who heartily defires ouf ſalvation, hath 
made all the means of it eaſy to us. In the Old 
Teſtament he hath written in the Tables of the 
Law what he requires of us, that we might not be 
bewildered in ſeeking afjer his will. In the New 
Teſtament he hath written that law of grace in | 
our hearts, to the intent that it might be always 

reſent with us; and, knowing the weakneſs and 
incapacity of our nature, he hath given us grace 
to perform his will; and as if this were not t 
enough, he hath at all times, in all ſtates of the \ 
church, raiſed up men, who by their exemplar 2 
life might excite others to their duty. To effect t 
this, he hath choſen perſons of every age, ſex, b 
and condition. Strive now to unite in yourſelf * 
all thoſe virtues which have been ſcattered in theſe 0 
diffęrent ſtates. Have the purity of virgins, the 
auſterity of anchorites, the zeal of paſtors and ir 
biſhops, and the conſtancy of martyts. Be ex- th 
act, in the courſe of your whole life, to fulfil the A 
duties of a holy and enlightened ſuperior, and 
then death, which is commonly conſidered as ter- ſo 
rible, will appear agreeable to you. 

„The death of his ſaints,” ſays the 'prophet, 
« js precious in the ſight of the Lord.“ Nor is it 
difficult to comprehend why their death ſhould 
have this advantage over that of ſinners. _ I have 
remarked three things which might have given the 
prophet an occaſion of ſpeaking thus. Firſt, their 
reſignation to the will of God. Secandly, the con- 
tinuation of their good works. And laſtly; the 
triumph they gain over the devil. | 

A ſaint who has accuſtomed himſelf to ſubmit 
to the will of God, yields to death without reluc- 


* 


* 
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tance. © He waits with joy (ſays St. Gregory) for 
the Judge who is to reward him ; he fears not to 
quit this miſerable mortal life, in arder to begin 
an immortal happy one.“ „It is. not ſo with the 
ſinner, ſays the ſame father; he fears, and with 
reaſon ; he trembles at the approach of the leaſt 
ſickneſs ; death is terrible to him, becauſe he can- 
not bear the preſence of an offended Judge ; and 
having ſo-often abuſed the grace of God, he ſees 
no way to avoid the puniſhment due to his fins.” 

The ſaints bave beſides this advantage over ſin- 
ners: That having made works of piety familiar 
to them during their life, they exerciſe them 
without trouble ; and having gained new ſtrength 
againſt the.devil every time they overcame him, 
they will find themſelves in a condition at the 
hour of death to obtain that victory over him, on 
which depends all eternity, and the bleſſed union 
of their buls with their Creator. 

I hope, Heloiſe, that after having deplored the 
irregularities of your paſt life, you will die (as 
the prophet prayed) the death of the righteous.” 

h, how few are there who make their end after 
this manner! And why ? It is becauſe there are 
ſo few who love the croſs of Chriſt. Every one 
would be ſaved, but few will uſe thoſe means 
which religion preſcribes. And yet as we can be 
ſaved by nothing but the croſs, why then do we 
refuſe to bear it? Hath not our Saviour borne it 
before us, and died for us, to the end that we 
might alſo bear it, and defire to die alſo ? All the 
faints have been afflicted, and our Saviour himſelf 
did not paſs one hour. of his life without ſome 
ſorrow. Hope not therefore to be exempted from 
ſufferings. The croſs, Heloiſe, is always at hand, 
but. take care that you do not bear it with regret, 
O 2 


F 


* 
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for by ſo doing you will make it more heavy, and 


n 
you will be oppreſſed by it unprofitably. On the 5 
contrary, if you bear it with affection and cou. pai 
rige, all your ſufferings will create in you a holy th: 
cnfidence, whereby you will find comfort in I ot 
God. Hear our Saviour, who ſays, © My child, Tl 


« renounce yourſelf, take up your croſs and ea: 
« follow me. Oh Heloiſe! do you doubt? I; 
net your ſoul raviſhed at ſo ſaving a command? Wl fro 
Are you deaf to his voice? are you inſenſible to WM the 
words fo full of kindneſs? Beware, Heloiſe, of 
refuſing a huſband who demands Fes and is 291 

more to be feared, if you ſlight his affection, than Wl vb 
any profane lover. —— at your contempt WM cor 
and ingratitude, he will turn his love into anger, WW be- 
and make you feel his vengeance. How will you Wl the 
ſuſtain his preſence, when you ſhall ſtand before WI cri; 
his tribunal ! He will reproach you for having de, vn 

ſpiſed his grace; he will repreſent to you his WM W 
— for you. Wh t anſwer can you make? ¶ tio: 
He will ſay to you, Go, you proud creature, dwell ¶ bec 
« in everlaſting flames. I ſeparated you from the fer 
* world to purify you in ſolitude, and you did nat to 
4 ſecond my deſign. I endeavoured to fave you, ¶ ane 
4 and you took pains to deſtroy yourſelf: go, app 

t wretch, and take the portion of the repro» WW wil 
4 bates.” * ten 

Oh, ' Heloiſe, prevent theſe terrible words, and I $:1 
avoid by a holy courſe the puniſhment prepared I « « 
for ſinners, ' I dare not give you a deſcription of t 
thoſe dreadful torments which are the conlequences ] 
of a life of guilt, I am filled with horror, when WM yo. 
they offer themfelves to my imagimtion ; and yet, W you 
Heloiſe, I can conceive nothing which can reach Wl gra 


the tortures of the damned. The fire which we ke WE wa 
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ten in the Book ef Life; but you will hear your 
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upon earth is but the ſhadow of that which burns 
them ; and without enumerating their endleſs 
pains, the loſs of God which they feel increaſes all 
their torments. Can any one ſin who is perſuaded 
of this > My God! can we dare to — thee ? 
Though the riches of thy mercy could nat 
engage us to love thee, the dread of being thrown 
into ſuch an abyſs of miſery ſhould reſtrain us 
4 doing any thing which might dilpleaſe 
ee ! 

I queſtion not, Heloiſe, but you will hereafter 
epply yourſelf in good earneſt to the buſineſs of 
your {alvation + this ought to be your whole 
concern. . Baniſh me therefore for ever from your 
heart; *tis the beſt advice I can give you: for 
the remembrance of a perſon we have loved 
criminally cannot but be hurtful, whatever ad- 
vances we have made in the ways of virtue, 
When you have extirpated your unhappy inclina- 
tion towards me, the practice of every virtue will 
become eaſy; and when at laſt your life is con- 
formable to that of Chriſt, death will be defirable 
to you. Your foul will joyfully leave this body, 
and direct its flight to heaven, Then you, will 
appear with confidence before your Savicur : you 
will not read characters of your reprobation writ- 


S:viour ſay, “Come, partake of my glory, and 
* enjoy the eternal reward I have appointed for 
* thoſe virtues you have practiſed.” | 
Farewel, Heloiſe | This is the laſt advice of 
your dear Abclard ! this laft time, let me perſuade 
you to follow the holy rules of the goſpel. Heaven 
grant that your heart, once ſo ſenſible of my love, 


may now yield to be directed by my zeal ! May the 
O 3 


1 
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idea of your loving Abelard, always preſent to 
your mind, be now changed into the image of 
Abelard truly penitent; and may you ſhed as 
many tears' for our ſalvation, as you haye done 
during the courſe of our misfortunes ! 


HELOISE 


„ 2 E „ mn 


Vet, yet I love 
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ABER D 5 


By Mr. POPE. 


Þ* theſe deep ſolitudes and awful cells, 
Where heavenly-penſive Contemplation dwells, 
And ever-muſing Melancholy reigns ; 
What means this tumult in a Veſtal's veins ? 
Why rove my thoughts beyond this laſt retreat? 
Why feels my heart its long- forgotten heat? 
From Abelard it came, 
And Heloiſa yet muſt Kiſs the name. 
Dear, fatal name !-reſt ever unreveal'd, 
Nor paſs theſe lips in holy ſilence ſeal'd : 
Hide it, my heart, within that cloſe diſguiſe, 
Where mix'd with God's, his lov'd idea lies: 
Oh write it not, my hand—the name appears 
Already written—waſh it out, my tears} 
In vain loſt Heloiſa weeps and prays, 
Her heart ſtill dictates, and her hand obeys. + 
Relentleſs walls ! whoſe darkſome round contains 
Repentant fig hs, and voluntary pains ; 
Ye rugged rocks! which holy knees have worn; 
Ye grots and caverns ſhagg'd with horrid thorn ! 
Shrines! where their vigils pale-ey'd virgins Kee 
And pitying ſaints, whoſe ſtatues learn 2 ! 
Though cold like you, anmoy'd and ſilent grown, 
Lhaye not yet forgot myſelf to ſtone. 


— — epen. ab — — 
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All is not Heaven's while Abelayd has part, M 
Still rebel Nature holds out balf my heart ; a 80 
Nor prayeis nor faſts its ſtubborn pulſe refiraing Tl 
Nor tears for ages taught to flow in vain. Sl 
Soon as thy letters trembling I uncloſe, Gr 
That well-known name awakens all my woes. A 
Oh name for ever ſad ! for ever dear! Fr 
Still breath'd in ſighs, (ti'l nſher'd with a tear. I. 
I tremble too, here er my own I find, B 
Some dire misfortune follows cloſe behind. N 
Line after line my guſhing eyes o'erflow, D 
Led through a ſad variety of woe; 3 N 


Now worm in love, now withering in my bloom, 
Loft iu a convent's ſolitary gloom ! 
There ſtern Religion quench'd th' unwilling flame; 
There died the bett of Pathons, Love and Fame, 

Yet write, oh write me all, that 1 may join 
Griefs to thy griefs, and echo ſighs to thine. 
Nor foes nor fortune take this power away; 
And is my Abelard leſs kind than they? | 
Tears ſtill are mine, and thoſe I need not ſpare, 
Love but demands what elſe were ſhed in prayer 
No happier taſk theſe faded eyes purſue ; 
To read and weep is all they now can do. 

Then ſhare thy pain, allow that ſad relief; 
Ah, more than ſhare it ! give me all thy grief. 
Heaven firit taught letters for ſome wretch's aid, 
Some baniſh'd lover, or ſome captive maid ; 
They live, they ſpeak, they breathe what Love inſpires, 
Warm from the ſoul, and faithful to its fires, | 
The virgin's wiſh without her fears impart, 
Excuſe the bluſh, ard pour out all the heart, 
Speed the ſoft intercourſe from ſoul to foul, 
a ſigh from Indus to the Pole. 

Than know'ft how guiitleſs hrſt I met thy flame, 
When Love ?pproach'd me under Frieadſbip's name; 


— 
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My fancy form'd thee of angelic kind, | 

Some emanation of th' All-beauteous mind. 

Thoſe ſmiling eyes, attempering-evzry ray, 

Shone ſweetly lambent with celeſtial day. 

Gwiltleſs I gaz'd ; Heaven liſten'd while you ſung ; 

And truths divine came mended from that tongue. 

From lips Ike thoſe what precept fail'd to move? 
Too ſoou they taught me *twasno fin to love: 

Back through the paths of pleafing ſenſe I ran, 

Nor wiſh'd an Angel whom I lov'd a Man. 

Dim and remote the joys of ſaints I ſee; 

Nor envy them that heaven J loſe for thee, | 
How oft, when preſt to marriage, have I ſaid, 
Curſe on all laws but thoſe which Love has made | | 

Love, free as air, at ſight of human ties, 
Spreads his light wings, and in a moment flies. 

Let wealth, let honour, wait the wedded dame, 

Auguſt her deed, and ſacred be her fame; 

Before true paſſion all thoſe views remove, 

Fame, wealth, and honour ! what are you to Love? 

The jealous God, wher, we profane his fires, 

Thoſe reſtleſs paſſions in revenge inſpires, 

And bids them make miſtaken mortals groan, 

Who ſeek in Love for aught but Love alone. 

Should at my feet the world's great maſter tall, 

Himſelf, his throne, His world, I'd ſcorn 'em all 

Not Czſar's Empreſs would I deign to prove; 

No, make me Miſtreſs to the man I love. 

If there be yet another name more free, 

More fond than Miſtreſs, make me th.t to thee ! 

Oh happy ſtate ! when ſouls each other draw, | 

When Love is Liberty, and Nature, Law: 

All then is full, poſſeſſing, and poſſeſs'd, 

No craving void left aching in the breaſt : 

Ev'n thought meets thought, ere from the lips it part, 
And each warm wiſh ſprings mutual from the heart. 


| 
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* 5 
' This ſure is bliſs (if bliſs on earth there be) 
And once the lot of Abelard and me. 
Alas, how chang'd! what ſudden horrors riſe ! 
A naked lover boynd and bleeding lies Aue 
Where, where, was Heloiſe ? Her voice, her hand, * 


Her poniard had oppos'd the dire command. Our 
Barbarian, ſtay | that bloody ſtroke reſtrain; ol 
The crime was common, common be the pain. Her 
I can no more; by ſhame, by rage ſuppreſs'd, But 
Let tears and burning bluſhes ſpeak the reſt. Ane 
Canſt thou forget that ſad, that ſolemn day, In t 
When victims at yon' altar's foot we lay? co 
Caaſt thou forget what tears that moment fell, 
When, warm in youth, I bade the world farewel! _ 
As with cold lips I kiſs'd the ſacred veil, 1 
The ſhrines all trembled, and the lamps grew pale; Ane 
Heaven ſcarce believ d the conqueſt it ſurvey | he = 
And faints with wonder keard the vows I made. ty 


Yet then, to thoſe dread altars as I drew, 0 
Not on the croſs my eyes were fix'd, but you: 1 
Nor grace, or zeal, love only was my call, 


And if I loſe thy love, I loſe my all. _ 
Come! with thy looks, thy words, relieve my woe; * 
Thoſe ſtill at leaſt are left thee to beſtow. . 
Still on that breaſt enamour'd let me lie, x 
Still drink delicious poiſon fram thy eye, "uh 
Paiit on thy lip, and to thy heart be preſs d: 10 
Give all thou canſt - and let me dream the reſt. * 
Ah no] inſtruct me other joys to prize, | The 
With other beauties charm my partial eyes; x, 
Full in my view ſet all the bright abode, | 0: 
And make my ſoul quit Abelard for Gop. Put 
Ah think at leaſt thy flock deſerves thy care, * 
Plants of thy hand, and children of thy prayer. lac 
From the falſe world in early youth they fled, Ad 


By thee to mountains, wilds, and deſerts led. | * 


* | 
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You rais'd theſe hallow'd'walls ; the deſert ſmil'd, 
And Paradiſe was open'd in the wild. 

No weeping orphan ſaw his father's ſtores \ 
Our ſhrines irradiate, or emblaze the floors ; 

No ſilver ſaints, by dying miſcrs given, 

Here brib'd the rage of ill-requited Heaven ; 

But ſuch plain roofs as Piety could raiſe, / 

And only vocal with the Maker's praiſe. 

In theſe lone walls (their days eternal bound) 

Theſe moſs-grown domes with ſpiry turrets crown'd,. 
Where awful arches make a noon-day night, 

And the dim windows ſhed a ſolemn light 

Thy eyes diffus'd a reconciling ray, 

And gleams of glory brighten'd all the day. 

But now no face divine contentment wears, 

Tis all blauk ſadneſs, or continual tears. 

dee low the force of others” prayers I try 

(0 pions fraud of amorous charity) 

But why ſhould I on others” prayers depend? 
Come thou, my father, brother, huſband, friend ! 
Ah let thy handmaid, ſiſter, daughter, move, 

And, all thoſe\tender names in one, thy love ! 

The darkſomeſ pines that o'er yon rocks reclin'd, 
Ware high, zad murmur to the hollow wind, 

The wandering ſtreams that ſhine between the hills, 
The grots that echo to the tinkling rills, 

The dying gales that pant upon the trees, 

The lakes that quiver to the curling breeze; 
No more thefe ſcenes my meditation aid, 

Or lull to reſt the viſionary maid. 

hut oer the twilight groves, and duſky caves, 
Long-ſounding aifles, and intermingled graves, 
Black Melancholy fits, and round her throws 

A death-like filence, and a dread repoſe : 

ler gloomy preſence ſaddens all the ſcene, 

Sales every flower, and darkens every green, 
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Deepens the murmur of the falling floods, 

And breathes a browner horror on the woods, 
Yet here for ever, ever muſt I ſtay ; 

Sad proof how well a lover can obey | 

Death, only death, can break the laſting chain; 

And here, ev'n then, ſhall my cold duſt remain ; 

Here all its frailties, all its flames reſign, 

And wait till'tis no fin to mix with thine. 

Ah wretch ! believ'd the ſpouſe of God in vain, 
Confeſs'd within the flave of love and man. 
Affiſt me, Heaven — But whence aroſe that prayer? 
Sprung it from piety, or from deſpair ? 

Ev'n here, where frozen Chaſtity retires, 

Love finds an altar for forbidden fires. 

J ought ta grieve, but cannot what I ovght ; 

I mourn the lover, not lament the fault ; 

Iview my crime, but kindle at the view 
Repent old pleaſures, and ſolicit new ; |. 
Now turn'd to heaven, I weep my paſt offence, 
Now think of thee, and curſe my innocence. 

Of all afflition taught a lover yet, 

Tis ſure the hardeſt ſcience to forget 

How ſhall I loſe the fin, yet keep the ſenſe, 
And love th” offender, yet deteſt th' offence ? 
How the dear object from the crime remove, 
Or how diſtinguiſh penitence from love ? 
Unequal taſk! a paſſion to reſign, a 
For hearts ſo touch d, ſo pierc'd, ſo loſt as mine 21 
Ere ſuch a ſoul regains its peaceful ſtate. 
How often muſt it love, how often hate! 

How often hope, deſpair, reſent, regret, 
Conceal, diſdain—do all things but forget ! 

But let heaven ſeize it, all at once tis fir d; 

Not touch d, but rapt; not waken'd, but inſpir d 
Oh come ob teach me nature to ſubdue, 


Renounce my Love, my Life, myſelf and you, 


— 
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Fill my fond heart with God alone, for he 
Alone can rival, can ſucceed to thee. 
How happy is the blameleſs Veſtal's lot! 
he world forgetting, by the world forgot : 
Eternal ſan-ſhine of the ſpotleſs mind ! 
Each prayer accepted, and each-wiſh reſign'd; 
Libour and reſt, that equal periods keep; 
Obedient flumbers, that can wake and weep ; 
Deſires compos'd, affections ever even; 
Tears that delight, and ſighs that waft to heaven. 
race ſhines around her with ſereneſt beams, 
And whiſpering angels prompt her golden dreams. 
For her th' unfading roſe of Eden blooms, 
And wings of Seraphs ſhed divine perfumes ; 
For her the Srovs® prepares the bridal ring, 
For her white virgins Hymeneals ſing ; 
To ſounds of heavenly harps ſhe dies away, 
And melts in viſions of eternal day. 
Far other dreams my erring ioul employ, 
Far other raptures, of unholy joy: 
When, at the cloſe of each ſad, forrowing day, 
Fancy reſtores what vengeance ſnatch'd away, | 
Then conſcience ſleeps, and, leaving nature free, | 
All my looſe ſoul unbounded ſprings to thee. 
O carſt, dear horrors of all-conſcious Night! 
How glowing guilt exalts the keen delight! 
Provoking Dæmons all reftraint remove, 
Aud ftir within me every ſource of love. 
I hear thee, view thee, gaze Oer all thy charms, 
And round thy phantom glue my claſping arms, 
I wake: no more I hear, no more I view, 


The phantom flies me, as unkind as you, 

I call aloud; it hears not what I ſay; 

I itretch my empty arms; it glides away. 

To dream once more I cloſe my willing eyes; 


Ye ſoft illuſions, dear deceits, ariſe ! 
: P 
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Alas, no more! — we wandering go 
Thro' drearv waſtes, and weep each other” s woe, 


Where round ſome mouldering tower þale if 


creeps, 


And low-brow'd. rocks hang nodding o'er the 


deeps, 4 
Sudden you mount, you beckon from the ſkies ; N. 
Clouds interpoſe, waves roar, and winds ariſe. 

J ſhriek, ſtart up, the ſame 1ad profpeR find, 

And wake to all the griefs I left behiad. 

For thee the fates, ſeverely kind, ordain 

A cool ſuſpence from pleaſure and from pain; 

Thy life a long dead calm of fix'd repoſe ; 

No pulſe that riots, and no blood that 'glows ; 

Still as the ſea, ere winds were taught to bluiy, 

Or moving Spirit bade the waters flow; 

Soft as the flurabers of a ſaint forgiven, | 

And mild as opening gleams of promis'd heaven. 
Come, Abelard! for what haſt thou to dread ? 

The torch of Venus burns not for the dead. 

Nature ſtands check'd ; Religion diſapproves ; 

Ev'a thou art cold yet Heloiſa ves. 

Ah hopeleſs, laſting flames ! like thoſe that burn 

To light the dead, and warm th unfrui:ful urn. 
What ſcenes appear—where'er I turn my view! 

The dear ideas where I fly, purſus, 

Riſe in the grove, before the altar riſe, 

Stain all my ſoul, and wanton in my eyes. 

I waſte the matin lamp in ſighs for thee, 

Thy image ſteals between my God and me. 

Thy voice I ſeem in every hymn to hear, 

With every beed I drop too ſoft a tear, 

When from the cenſer clouds of fragrance roll, 

And ſwelling organs lift the rifing ſoul, 

One thought of thee puts all the pomp to flight, 

Prieſts, tapers, temples, ſwim before my fight ; 
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In ſeas of flame my plunging ſoul is drown'd, 
While Akars blaze, and Angels tremble round. 
While proſtrate here in humble grief I lie, 
Kind, virtuous drops juſt gathering in my eye; 

While praying, trembling, in the duft I roll, 

And dawning grace is opening on my ſoul ; 

Come, if thou dar'ſt, all charming as thou art! 

Oppoſe thyſelf to Heaven; diſpute my heart; 

Come, with one glance of thoſe deluding eyes 

Blot out each bright idea of the ſkies ; 

Take back that __ thoſe ſorrows, and i! oſe 
tears ; 

Take back my fruitleſs conidence and prayers ; 

Snatch me, juſt mounting, from the bleſt abade z 

Aſſiſt the fiends, and tear me from my God! 

No, fly me, fly me! far as Pele from Pole; 
Riſe Alps between us ! and whole oceans roll ! 
Ah, come not, write not, think not once of me, 
Nor ſhare one pang of all 1 felt for thee. 

Thy oaths 1 quit, thy memory reſign ; 
Forget, renounce me, hate whate'er was mine, 
Fair eyes, aud tempting looks (which yet I view!) 
Long lov d, ador'd ideas, all adieu! 
O Grace ſerene ! O Virtue heavenly fair! 
Dwine oblivion of low-thoughted care ! 
Freſh-blooming Hope, gay daughter of the 2 ; 
And Faith, our early immortality ! 
Enter, each mild, each amicable gueſt ; 
Receive, and wrap me in eternal reſt ! 
See in her cell ſad Heloiſa ſpread, 
Propt on fome tomb, a neighbour of the dead! 
In each low wind methinks a ſpirit calls, 
And more than echoes talk along the walls. 
Here; as I watch'd the dying lamps around, 
From yonder ſhrine I heard a hollow ſound. 
Come, ſiſter, come! (it 85 or ſeem'd to ſay ) 
2 
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© Thy place is here, ſad ſiſter, come away! 


Once like thyſelf, I trembled, wept} and pray'd, 


© Love's victim then, though now a ſainted maid : 
© But all is calm in this eternal fleep ; - 
© Here grief forgets to groan, and love to weep. 
© Ev'n ſuperſtition loſes every fear; 
© For God, not Man, abſolves our frailties here.” 
I come, I come | prepare your roſeae bowers, 
Celeſtial palms, and ever -blooming flowers. 
Thither, where ſinners may have reſt, I go, 
Where flames refin'd in breaſts feraphic glow. * 
Thou, Abelard ! the laſt ſad office pay, 
And ſmooth my paſſage to the realms of day; 
See my lips tremble, and my eye balls roll, 
Suck my laſt breath, and catch my flying ſoul ! 
Ah no—in ſacred veſtments may'ſt thou and, 
The hallow'd taper trembling in thy hand, 
Preſent the croſs before my lifted eye, 
Teach me at once, and learn of me, to die. 
Ah then, thy once loy'd Heloiſa ſee | 
It will be then no crime to gaze on me. 
See from my cheek the tranſient roſes fly! 
See the laſt ſparkle languiſh in my eye! 
Till every motion, pulſe, and breath, be o'er; 
And ev'n my Abelard be lov'd no more. 
O Death, all-eloquent ! you only prove 
What duſt we doat on, when 'tis Man we love. 
Then too, when fate ſhall thy fair frame deſtroy, 
(That cauſe of all my guilt, and all my joy) 
In trance extatic may thy pangs be drown'd, 
Bright clouds deſcend, and Angels waten thee round, 
From opening ſkies may ſtreaming glorie- thine, 
And Saints embrace thee with a love Ike mine. 
May one kind grave unite each hapleſs name 
And graft my love immortal on thy fame! 
Then, ages hence, whea all my woes are oer, 
When this rebellious heart ſhall beat no more; 


we WAP wu £- 


＋ 282255 EO Hy, A ©£AAk 4% we 


ABELARD TO HELOISE. 161 


* 
If ever chance two wandering lovers brings 
To Paraclete's white walls and filver ſprings, 
O'er the pale marhlſe ſhall they join their heads, 
And drink the failing tears each other ſheds ; 
Then ſadly ſay, witii mutual pity mov'd, 
« Oh may we never love as theſe have lov'd 1” 
From the full choir when loud hoſanntws rife, 
And ſwell the pomp of dreadful facrifice, 
Amid that ſcene if ſome relenting eye 
Glance on the ſtone where our cold relicks lie, 
Devotion's ſelf ſhall fteal a thought from heaven, 
One human tear ſhall drop, and be forgiven, 
And ſure if fate ſome future hard ſhall join 
Ia fad firmailitude of griefs to rave, 
Condemn'd whole years in abtence to deplore, 
And image chirms he malt behold no more; 
Such if there be, who loves ſo long, ſo well; 
Let him our ſai, our tender ſtory tell; 
The well-ſung woes will ſooth my penſive ghoſt g 
He beſt can paint em, who ſhall feel em molt. 
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ABELARD To HELOISE. 
By Mrs. M A D AN. 


2 my dark cell, low proftrate on the ground, 
Mourning my crimes, thy letter entrance found; 
Too ſoon my ſoul the well-known name confeſt, 

My beating heart forang fiercely in my breaſt, 

Thro' my whole frame a guilty cranſport glaw'q, 
And ftreaming torrents fi om 70 eyes faſt flow d- 
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Oh Heloiſa! art thou till the ſame ? 
Doſt thou till nouriſh this deſtructive flame? 
Have not the gentle rules of peace and Heaven, 
From thy ſoft ſoul this fatal paſſion driven ? 
Alas ! I thought you diſengag'd and free; 
And can you till, (till figh and weep for me? 
What powerfal deity, what hallow*d ſhrine, 
Can ſave me from a love; a faith like thine ? 
Where ſhall 1 fly, when not this awful cave, 
Whoſe rugged feet the ſurging billows lave ; 
When not theſe gloomy cloiſters ſolemn walls, 
O'er whoſe rough ſides the languid ivy craw!s, 
When my dread vows, in vain, their force oppoſe ! 
Oppos'd to love — als — how vain are vows ! 
In fruitleſs penitence I wear away 
Each tedious night, and ſad revolving day; 
I faſt, I pray, and with deceitful art | 
Veil thy dear image in my tortur'd heart; 
My tortur'd heart conflicting paſſions move, 
I hope, deſpair, repent — yet (till I love: 
A thouſand jarring thoughts my boſom tear, 
For thou, not God, O Heloiſe, art there. 
To the falſe world's deluding pleaſures dead, 
Nor longer by its wandering fires miſled, 
In learn'd diſputes harih precepts I infuſe, 
And give the counſel I want power to uſe. 
The rigid maxims of the grave and wiſe 
Have quench'd each milder ſparkle of my eyes; 
Each lovely feature of this once-loy'd face, 
By grief revers d, aſſumes a ſterner grace. 
O Heloiſa ! ſhould the Fates once more, 
Indulgent to my view, thy charms reſtore, 
Ho from my arms would'ſt thou with horror ſtart, 
To miſs the form familia r to thy heart 


Nought could thy quick, thy pierciag judgment ſee, 


To ſpeak me Abelard — but love to thee, 
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Lean abſtinence, pale grief, and haggard care, 
The dire attendants of forlorn deſpair, 

Have Abelard, the young, the gay, remov'd, 
Aud in the hermit ſunk the man you lov'd. 
Wrapt in the gloom theſe holy manſions ſhed, 
Ine thorny paths of penitence I tread ; 

Loft to the world, from all its intereſts free, 
And torn from all my ſoul held dear in thee, 
Ambition with its train of frailties gone, 

All loves and forms forgot — but thine alone, 
Amid the blaze of day, the duſk of night, 
My Heloiſa riſes to my fight ; 

Veil'd as in Paraclete's ſecluded towers, 

The wretched mourner counts the lagging hours; 
I hear her ſighs, fee her ſwiſt- falling tears, 


Weep all her grieſs, and pant with all her cares. 


O vows ! O convent ! your ſtern force impart, 
And frown the melting phantom from my heart ; 
Jet other ſighs a worthier ſorrow ſhow, 
Let other tears from fin repentant flow ; 
Low to the earth my guilty eyes I roll, 
And humble to the duſt my heaviog ſoul, 
Forgiving Power! thy gracious call 1 meet, 
Who fieſt impower'd this rebel heart to heat; 
Who thro? this trergbling, this offending frame, 
For nobler ends inſpir'd life's active flame. 
O] change the temper of this lab'ring breaſt, 
And form anew each beating pulſe to reſt ! 
Let ſpringing grace, fair faith, and hope remove 
The fatal traces of deſtruQive love 
Deſtructive Love from his warm manſions tear, 
And leave no traits of Heloiſa there 

Are theſe the withes of my inmoſt ſoul ? 
Would I its ſoft, its tend'reſt ſenſe controu! ? 
Would I thus touch'd, this glowing heart refine 


To the cold ſubſtance of this marble ſhrine 2 
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Transforn'd like theſe pale ſwarms that round me 


move, 
Of bleſt Inſenſiblos — who know no love ? 
Ah ! rather, let me keep this hapleſs flame! 
Adieu! falſe honour, unavailing fame! 
Not your harſh rules, but tender love ſupplies 
The ſtreams that guſh from my deſpairing eyes; 
I feel the traitor melt about my heart, 
And thrs' my veins with treach'rous influence dart: 
Inſpire me, Heav'n! aſſiſt me, grace divine 
Aid me, ye ſaints! unknown to pains like mine; 
You ! who on earth ſerene all griefs could prove, 
All but the tort'ring pangs of hopeleſs love; 
A holier rage in your pure boſoms dwelt, 
Nor can you pity what you never felt : 
A ſympathiſing grief alone can lure; 
The hand that heals, muſt feel what I endure. 
Thou, Heloiſe, alone canſt give me eaſe, 
And bid my ſtruggling ſoul ſubſide to peace; 
Reſtore me to my long-loſt heaven of reſt, 
Aud take thyſelf from my reluctant breaſt. 
If crimes like mine could an allay reeeive, 
That bleſt allay thy wond'rous charms might give. 
Thy form, that firit to love my heart inclin'd, 
Still wanders in my loſt, my guilty mind, 
I ſaw thee as the new-blown bloſſoms fair, 
Sprightly as light, more ſoft than ſummer's air 
Bright as their beams thy eyes a mind diſcloſe, 
Whilſt on thy lips gay blufh'd the fragrant roſe ; 
Wit, youth, and love, in each dear feature ſhone; 
Preſt by my fate, I gaz d — and was undone. 
There dy'd the generous fire, whoſe - vigorous 
flame 
Enlarg'd my ſoul, and urg'd me on to fame ; 
Nor fame, nor wealth, my ſoften'd heart could move, 
Dully inſenſible to all but love. 
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Snatch'd from myſelf, my learning taſteleſs grew; 
Vain my philoſophy, oppos'd to you; 
A train of woes ſucceed, nor ſhould we mourn 
The Hours that cannot, ought; not to return. 

As once to love 1 ſway'd your yielding mind, 
Too fond, alas! too fatally inclin'd ; 
To virtue npw let me your breaſt inſpire, 
And fan, with zeal divine, the heavenly fire; | 
Teach you to injur'd Heaven all chang'd to turn, 
And. bid the ſoul with ſacred rapture burn, 
O! that my own example might impart | 
This noble warmth to your foft trembling heart; | 
That mine, with pious undiſfembled care, 
Could aid the latent virtue ſtruggling there! 

Alag! 1 rave — nor grace, nor zeal divine, 
Burn in a heart oppreſs'd with crimes like mine; 
Too ſure I find, while I the tortures prove 
Of feeble piety, conflicting love, 
On black deſpair my forc'd devotion” s built; 
Abſence for me has ſharper pangs than guilt, 
Yet, yet, my Heloiſe, thy charms 1 view, 
Yet my ſighs breathe, my tears pour forth for you; 
Each weak reſiſtance ſtranger Knits my chain, 
I ſigb, weep, love, deſpair, repent — in vain : 
Hatte, Heloiſa, haſte, your lover free, | 
Amidft your warmeſt prayer — O, think on me! 
Wing with your riſing zeal my grov'ling mind, 
And let me mine from yohr repentance find? 
Ah ! labour, ſtrive, your love, yourſelf cootroul ! - 
The change will ſure affect my kindred ſoul ; 
In bleſt conſent our purer ſighs ſhall breathe, 
And Heaven afhiting, ſhall our crimes forgive. 
But if unhappy, wretched, loſt in vain, 
Faintly th* unequal combat you ſuſtain ; 
If not to heaven you feel your boſom riſe, 
Nor tears refia d fall contr ite from your eyes; 
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If (till your heart its Bs Ae paſſions move, 
Ik Mill, to ſpeak all pains in one you love; 
Deaf to the weak eſſays of living breath, * 
Attend the ſtronger eloquence of death, 
When that kind Power this captive ſoul ſhall free, 
Which only then can ceaſe to doat on ther; 
When gently ſunk to my eternal ſieep, 
The Paraclete my peaceful urn ſhall keep ; 
Then, Heloifa, then your lover view, 
See ht; quench'd eyes no longer gaze on you | 
From their dead orbs that tender utterance flown, 
Which firſt to thine my heart” s Toft fate made known; 
This breaſt no more, at length to eaſe conſignꝰd, 
Pant like the waving aſpen in the wind ; 
See all my wild, tumultuous paſſions o ver, 
And thou, amazing change ! belov'd no more; 
Behold the deftin'd end of human love — 
But let the ſight your zea} alone improve. 
Let not your conſcious ſoul, to forrow mov, 
Recall how much, how tender ly I lov'd: 

With pious care your fruitleſs griefs reſtrain, 
Nor let a tear your ſacred veil profane: 
Not e' en a figh on my cold urn beſtow ; 
But let your breaſt with new-born raptures glow : 
Let Lore divine frail mortal Love dethrone, 
And to your mind immortal joys make known: 
Let Heaven relenting ſtrike your raviſh'd view, 
And ſtill the bright, the bleſt purſuit renew | 
So with your crimes ſhall your misfortune ceaſe, 
And your rack'd ſoul be calmly huſh'd to peace. 
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By Mr. CAWTHORNE, 
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H, why this boding tart ? this ſudden pain, 
That wings my pulſe, and thoots from vein ts 
vein? 
What mean, regardleſs of yon midnight bell, 
Theſe earth- born viſions ſaddening o'er my cell ? 
What ſtrange diſorder prompts theſe thoughts to 
glow ? | 
Theſe ſighs to murmur, and theſe tears to flow ? 
*Tis ſhe, tis ifa's form reſtor'd, 
Once a pure ſaint, and more than ſaints ador d: 
She comes in all her killing charms confeſt, 
Glares thro? the gloom, and pours upon my breaſt, 
Bids Heaven's bright guard from Paraclete remoye, 
And drags me back to miſery and love, 
Enjoy thy triumphs, dear illufion ! ſee 
This ſad apoſtate from his God to thee ; 
See, at thy call, my guilty warmths return, 
Flame thrg* my blood, and ſteal me from thy urn. 
Yet, yet, frail Abelard! one effort try, 
Ere the laſt lingeriog ſpark of virtue die: 
The deadly cha ming ſorcereſs controul, 
And ſpite of Nature tear her from thy ſoul, 
Long has that ſoul in theſe unſocial woods, 
Where anguiſh muſes, and where horror broods, 
From Love's wild viſionary wiſhes ſtray d, 
And ſought to loſe thy beauties in the ſhade, 
Faith dropt a ſmile, Devotion lent her fire, » 
Woke the keen pang,, and ſanctified deſire; 
Led me enraptur'd to the bleſt abode, 
And taught ray heartto 2 with all its God. 
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168 ABELARD TO HELOISE, 


But oh, how weak fair Faith and Virtue prove, 
When Heldiſa melts away in love! 

When her fond ſoul impaſſion'd, rapt, unveil d, 
No joy forgotten, and no wiſh conceal U, 
Flows thro” her pen as infant ſoftneſs free, 
And fiercely ſprings in ecſtaſies to me. 

Ye heavens! as walking in yon ſacred fane, 
With every Seraph warm in every vein, 

Juſt as remorſe had rous'd an aching ſigh, 

And my torn foul hung trembling in my eye, 
In that kind hour thy fatal letter came, 

I ſaw, I gaz d, I ſhiver'd at the name; 


Prophetic tremors ſhook the hallow'd ſhrine ; 


Prieſts, cenſers, altars from thy genius fled, An. 
And heaven itſelf ſhut on me while I read. Wi 
Dear ſmiling miſchief! art thou All the ſame, Th 
Tre till pale victim of too ſoft a flame? 
Warm, as when firſt with more than mortal ſhine M. 
Each melting eye · hall mix d thy ſoul with mane ? ' FU 
Have not thy tears, for ever taught 10 fly, "MM at 
The glooms of abſence, and the pangs of woe, «£ Su 
The pomp of ſacrifice, the whiſper d tale, 0 
The dreadful vow ye. hovering o'er thy veil, | Ar 


Drove this bewitching fondneſs from thy breaſt ? 
Curb'd the looſe wiſh, and form'd each pulſe to reſt? M 


Aud canſt thou till, Gill bend the ſupphant Knee WwW 
To Love's dread ſhrine, and weep and ſigh for me? A 
Then take me, take me, lock me in thy arms, M 
Spring to my lips, and give me all thy charms : E. 
No, fly me, fly me, ſpread th' impatient ſail, Re 
Steal the lark's wing, and mount the ſwiſteſt gale z 0 


Skim the laſt ocean, freeze beneath the Pole; 
Renounce me, curie me, root me trom thy toul; 
Fly, fly, for juſtice bares the arm of God, 

And t::c graſp'd vengeance vily waits his nud. 
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+ Are theſe my wiſhes ? can they thus aſpire ? 

Does phrenzy form them, or does grace inſpire ? 

Can Abelard, in hurricanes of zeal, 

Betray his heart, and teach thee not to feel ? 

Teach thy enamour'd ſpirit to difown 

Each human warmth, and chill thee into ſtone ? 

Ah, rather let thy tendereſt accents move 

The laſt wild tumults of unholy love! 

On that dear boſom trembling let me lie, 

Pour ont my ſoul, and in fierce raptures die, 

Ronze all my paſtions, at my joys anew, 

Farewell, ye cells l ye martyr'd ſaints, adieu! 

Sleep, conſcience, fleep! each awful thought be 

_ _drown'd, 

And ſeven- fold darkneſs veil the ſcene around. 

What means this pauſe, this agonizing ſtart ? 

This glimpſe of heaven quick-ruſhing thro' my 
| heart ? 

Methinks I ſee a radiant croſs diſplay'd, 

A wounded Saviour bleeds along the ſhade ; 

Around th' aſpiring God bright angels fly, 

Swell the loud hymn, and open all the ſky : 

O ſave me, ſave me, ere the thunders roll, 

And Hell's black caverns ſwallow up my ſoul, 
Return, ye hours ! when, guiltleſs of a ſtain, 

My ſtrong-plum'd genius throbb'd in every vein; 

When, warm'd with all th' Ægyptian fanes inſpir d, 

All Athens boaſted, and all Rome admir d, 

My merit in its full meridian ſhone, = 

Each rival bluſhing, and each heart my own, 

Return, ye ſcenes ! — Ah no, from fancy fly, 

On Time's ſtretch'd wing, till each idea die, 

Eternal fly, ſince all that learning gave, 

(Too weak to conquer, and fbo fond to ſave) 

To Love's ſoft empire every wiſh hetray'd, 

And left my laurels withering in the ſhade. 
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Let me forget, that while deceitful Fame 
Graſp'd her ſhrill trump, and fill'd it with my 
name, | 

Thy ſtronger charms, impower'd by Heaven to move 
Each ſaint, each bleſt Inſenſible to love, 
At once my ſoul from bright Ambition won, 
I hugg'd the dart, I wiſh'd to be undone, 
No more pale Science durſt my thoughts engage, 
Inſipid dullneſs hung on every page; 
The midnight lamp no more enjoy'd its blaze, 
No more my ſpirit flew from maze to maze : 
Thy glances bade Philoſophy reſign 
Her throne to thee, and every ſenſe was thine, 

But what could all the froſts of wiſdom do, 
Oppos'd to beauty, when it melts in you? 
Since theſe dark, cheerleſs, ſolitary caves, 
Death-breathing woods, and daily-opening graves, 
Miſ-ſhapen rocks, wild images of woe, | 
For ever howling to the deeps below ; + 
Ungenial deſarts, where no vernal ſhower | 
"Wakes the green herb, or paints th*. unfolding 

| flower; a2 

Th' imbrowning gleoms theſe holy manſions ſhed, 
The night-born horrors brooding o'er my bed, 
The diſmal ſcenes black melancholy pours 
O'er the ſad viſions of enanguiſh'd hours; | 
Lean abſtinence, wan grief, low-thoughted care, 
Diſtracting guilt, and hell's worſt fiend, deſpair, 
Conſpire, in vain, with all the aids of art, 
To blot thy dear idea from my heart. 

Deluſive, ſightleſs God of warm defire.! 
Why woulc'ſt thou wiſh to ſet a wretch on fire? 
Why lives thy ſoft divinity where woe | 
Heaves the pale ſigh, and anguiſh loves to glow ? 
Fly to the mead, the daiſy-painted vale, 
Breathe in its ſweets, and melt along the gale ; 
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Fly where gay ſcenes luxurious youths employ, 

Where every moment ſteals the wing of joy; 

There may'ſt thou ſee, low. proſtrate at thy throne, 

Devoted ſlaves and victims all thy own : 

Each village ſwain the turf- built ſhrine ſhall raiſe, © . 

And Kings command whole hecatombs to blaze. 

O Memory! ingenious to revive 

Each fleeting hour, and teach the paſt to live, 

Witneſs what conflicts this frail boſom tore 

What griefs'I ſuffer'd | and what pangs I bore! 

How long I ſtruggled, labour'd, ſtrove to fave 

An heart that panted to be till a ſlave | 

When youth, warmth, rapture, ſpirit, love, and. 
flame, 

Seiz'd every ſenſe, and burnt thro” all my frame; 

From youth, warmth, rapture, to theſe wilds I fled, 

My food the berbage, and the rock my bed. 

There, while theſe venerable cloyſters riſe 

O'er the bleak ſurge, and gain upon the ſkies, 

My wounded ſoul indulg'd the tear to flow 

O'er all her ſad viciſſitudes of woe; 

Profuſe of life, and yet afraid to die, 

Guilt in my heart, and horror in my eye, 

With ceafeleſs prayers, the whole artillery given 

To win the mercies of offended Heaven, 

Each hill, made vocal, echo'd all around, 

While my torn breaſt knock'd bleeding on the 
ground, 

Yet, yet, alas! tho' all my moments fly 

Stain'd by a tear, and darken'd in a ſigh; 

Tho' meagre faſts have on my cheek diſplay'd 

The duſk of death, and ſunk me to a ſhade ; 

Spite of myſelf the ſtill- impoiſoning dart 

Shoots thro* my blood, and drinks up all my heart; 

My vows and wiſhes wildly diſagree, 

And grace iſolf miſtakes my God for thee, - 
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Athwart the glooms, that wrap the midnight , 

My Heloiſa ſteals upon my eye; 

For ever riſes in the ſolar ray, 

A phantom brighter than the blaze of day: 

Where-e'er I go, the viſionary gueſt 

Pants on my lip, or ſinks upon my breaſt ; 

Unfolds her ſweets, and, throbbing to deftroy, 

Winds round my heart in luxury of joy; 

White loud hoſannahs ſhake the ſhrines around, 

T hear her ſofter accents in the ſound ; 

Her idol-heavties on each altar glare, 

And Heaven much-injur'd has but hatf my prayer: 

No tears can drive her hence, no pangs controul, 

For every object brings her to my ſoul, 

Laſt night, reclining on yon airy ſteep, 

My buſy eyes hung brooding o'er the deep: 

The breathleſs whirlwinds ſlept in every cave, 

And the ſoft moon- beam Re 'd from wave to 

| Wave; | 

Each former bliſs in this bright mirror ha d. 

With all my glories, dawn'd upon the ſcene, 

Recall'd the dear auſpicious hour anew, 

When my fond ſoul to Heloiſa flzw ; 

When, with keen ſpeechleſs ecſtacies oppreſt, 

Thy frantic lover ſnatch'd thee to his breaſt, 

Gaz'd on thy bluſhes arm'd with every grace, 

And ſaw the goddeſs beaming in thy face; 

Saw thy wild, trembling, ardent wiſhes move 

Each pulſe to rapture, and each glance to love, 

Rat lo] the winds deſcend, the billows roar, 

Foam to the clouds, and burſt upon the ſhore ; 

Vait peals of thunder Oer the ocean roll, 

Tue flame- wing d lightning glearus from Pole to 
Pole. 

At once the pleaſing images withdrew, | 

Aud more than horrors crouded on my view 
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Thy uncle's form, in all his ire array'd, 

Serenely dreadful ſtalk'd along the ſhade ; 

Pierc'd by his ſword, I ſunk upon the ground, 

The ſpectre ghaſtly ſmil'd upon the wound; 

A group of black infernals round me hung, 

And toſs d my infamy from tongue to tongue, 
Deteſted wretch-! how impotent thy age 

How weak thy malice ! and how Kind thy rage! 

Spite of thyſelf, inhuman as thou art, 

Thy murdering hand has left me 'all my heart 3 

Left me each tender, fond affection, warm, 

A nerve to tremble, and an eye to charm. 

No, cruel, cruel, exquiſite in ill, 

Thou thuught'ſt it dull bardarity to kill ; 

My death had robb'd loſt Vengeance of her toll, 

And ſcarcely warm'd a Scythian to a ſmile : 

Sublimer fur ies taught thy ſoul to glow 

With all their ſavage myſteries of woe; 

Taught thy unfeeling poniard to deſtroy 

The powers of nature, and the ſource of joy; 

To ſtretch me on the racks of vain deſire, 

Each paſſion throbhing, and each wiſh on fire; 

Mad to enjoy, unable to be bleſt, 

Fiends in my veins, and hell within my breaſt. 
Aid me, fair faith! aſſiſt me, grace divine 1 

Ye martyrs! bleſs me, aud ye ſaints! refine : 

Ye ſacred groves! ye heaven-devoted walls | 

Where _ ſickens, aud where virtue calls * 

Ye vows ! ye altars! from this boſom tear 

Voluptuous love, and leave no anguiſh there: 

Oblivion! be thy blackett plume difplay'd 

Ver all my griefs, and hide me in the ſhade z 

And tion, too fondly idol:2'd ! attend, 

While awful reaſon whiſpers in the friend; 

Friend, did 1 ſay ? Immortals! what a name? 

Can dull, cold friendſhip own fo wild a flame ? 
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No; let thy lover, whoſe enkindling eye 

Shot all his ſoul between thee and the ſky, 

Whoſe warmths bewitch'd thee, whoſe rant d 

| ſong 

Call'd thy rapt ear to die upon his tongue, 

Now ſtrongly rowze, while Heaven his zeal alpines 

Diviner tranſports, and more holy fires; 

Calm all thy paſſions, all thy peace reſtore, 

And teach that ſnowy breaſt to heave no more. 
Torn from the world, within dark cells immur'd, 

By Angels guarded, and by vows ſecur'd, 

To all that once'awoke thy fondneſs dead, 

And hope, pale ſorrow's laſt ſad refuge, fled ; 

Why wilt thou weep, and ſigh, and melt in vain, 

Brood o'er falſe joys, and hug th' ideal chain? 

Say, canſt thou wiſh, that, madly wild to fly 

From yon bright portal opening in the ſky, 

Thy Abelard ſhould bid his God adien, 

Pant at thy feet, and taſte thy charms anew ? 

Ye heavens ! if to this tender boſom woo'd, 

Thy mers idea harrows up my blood; 

If one faint glimpſe of Heloiſe can move 

The fierceſt, wildeſt agonies of love; 

What ſhall I be, when, dazzling as the light, 

Thy whole effulgence flows upon my ſight ? 

Look on thyſelf, conſider who thou art, 

And learn to be an Abbefs in thy heart. 

See, while devotion's ever-melting ſtrain - 

Pours the loud organ thro* the trembling fane, 

Yon pious maids each earthly wiſh diſown, 

Kiſs the dread croſs, and croud upon the throne ! 

O let thy ſoul the ſacred charge attend, 

Their warmt hs inſpirit, and their virtues mend; 

Teach eyery breaſt from every hymn to ſteal 

The ſeraph's meekneſs, and the ſeraplis zeal ; 

To riſe to rapture, to diſſolve away 


In dreams of heaven, and lead thyſelf the amd. 
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Till all the glories of the bleſt abode 

Blaze on the ſcene, and every throught is God! 
While thus thy exemplary cares prevail, 

And make each veſtal ſpotleſs as her veil, 

Th' Eternal Spirit o'er thy cell ſhall move 


In the ſoft image of the myſtic Dove; 


The long-loſt gleams of heavenly comfort bring, 
Peace in his ſmile, and healing on his wing; 
At once remove affliction from thy breaſt, 
Melt o'er thy ſoul, and huſh her pangs to reſt, 
® that my ſoul, from Love's curſt bondage free, 
Could catch the tranſports that I urge to thee ! 
O that ſome Angel's more than magic art 
Would kindly tear the hermit from this heart ! 
Extinguiſh every guilty ſenſe, and leave 
No pulſe to riot, and no figh to heave. 
Vain fruitleſs wiſh ! Qill, (till, the vigorous flame 
Burſts, like an earthquake, thro' my ſhatter'd 
_ frame; 
Spite of the joys that truth and virtue prove, 
I feel but thee, and breathe not but to love; 
Repent in vain, ſcarce wiſh to be forgiven 
Thy form my idol, and thy charms my heaven, 
Yet, yet, my fair! thy nobler efforts try, 
Liſt rae from earth, and give me to the ſky ; 
Let my loſt ſoul thy brighter virtues feel, 
Warm'd with thy hopes, and wing'd with all thy 
zeal, 
And when, lew bending at the hallow'd fhrine, 
Thy contrite heart ſhall Abelard refign ; 
When pitying Heaven, impatient to forgive, 
Uabars the gates of light, and bids thee live 
Seize on th? auſpicious moment ere it flee, 
And aſk the ſame immortal boon for me. 
Then when theſe black terrific ſcenes are o'er, 


And rebel nature chills the ſoul no more; 
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When on thy cheek th' expiring roſes ſade, | N. 
And thy laſt laſtres dar ken in the ſhade ; N 
When, arm'd with quick varieties of pain, Fi 


Or creeping dully flow from vein to vein, 
Pale death ſhall ſet my Kindred ſpirit tree, 
And theſe d: ad orbs forget to doat on thee ; 
Some pious friend, whoſe wild affeRions glow 
Like. ours, in ſad fimilitude of woe, 
Shall drop one teader, ſympathiſing tear, 
Prepare the garland, and adorn the bier; 
Our lifeleſs reliques in one tomb enſhrine, 
And teach thy genial duſt to mix with mine. 
Mean while, divinely purg'd from every ſtain, 
Our activs ſouls ſhall climb th' etherial plain, 
To each bright cherub es purity aſpire, 
Catch all his zeal, and pant with all his fire " hs 
There, where no face the gloom of \ anguiſh 
. wears, '' + \ | 
No uncle murders, and no paſſion tears, 
Enjoy with Heaven eternity of reſt, 
For ever bleſſing, and for ever bleſt. 
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C OLD as I reſt in this ſecluded ſcene, 

Where every object is a calm ſerene, 
Again to thine, reſponſive ſorrows riſe ; 
Tears anſwer tears! and ſighs re-echo fighs ! _ 
Thy penſive numbers raiſe forbidden fires, 
And warmly wake the paſt to ſoft defires : : 
They bring thy image, ſtill ador'd, to view 

1 read — and did philoſophy adieu 
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No more, ill-fated love ! invade my breaſt, 

Nor change for diſcord philoſophic reſt, 
From man retir'd, my eyes I lift to God, 

Avow my frailties, Kiſs th' avenging rod. 

My crime was love | and till thy tender name 
Revives, and feeds my ill-extinguiſh'd flame. 
Open my ſoul, there Heloiſa dwells, 

From God! from God! my beating heart rebels, 
See! ſee ſhe mounts to yon celeſtial plains ! 

Ye cherubs ! play around your ſofteſt ſtrains ! 
Aroupd your queen, ye loves and graces, play |. 
Ye guardian ſpirits, waft each ſigh away; 

No human laws cer dampt our ſoft defire; 

We lov'd -e felt | — we fed the tender fire! 
Fancy recalis the hours of rapture paſt, 

Too great ! — too happy ! — tao ſublime to laſt ! 
How chang'd the ſcene ! for in a cloyſter'd cell 
(Where deep-felt ſighs and woes eternal dwell !) 
Immur'd, the tender Heloiſa ſighs, 

The tear for ever flowing from her eyes ! 

Thoſe eyes that ſparkled with unuſual light | 
That lovely form that ever gave delight ! 

Is now a lonely victim to defpair, 

Her (ole companions wretchedneſs and care | 

No weeping parents lift their tender arms ; 

No mourning brother ſoothes thy ſoft alarms 
No loving ſiſter charms the ſorrowing hour; 

No f:iends alleviate, nor no tender power. 

*Tis Abelard, the wretch! the cauſe of all; 
From him aroſe my Heloiſa's fall. 

Oh ! bad oblivion wrapt my guilty flame, 

No crime had tarniſh'd my unſully'd name. 

Too late I view the horror of my crime, 

And tofture cloſes on the heel of time, 

Yet when I heard the ſavage, ſtern decree, 
Twas trifling pain for what I felt for thee, 
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But horror ! ſee my Heloiſa led, - 
Drooping; ſupported, pale, and almoſt dead! 
Bleeding I lay — ſhe ſtarts, and gaz d around, 
Then fainting, fell upon the tender ground. 
No kind affiſtance find my ſhrieks! my cries! 
To every ſhriek an anſwering ſhriek replies. 
My plaintive eyes to heaven I raiſe in vain, 


My prayers but prove as fruitleſs as my pain. 


There as I lay, all languid on the ground, 
An image that humanity diſewn'd, 
How vhconcern'd th' aſſaſſins ſmil'd around 
My blood ſtill flowing on the bluſhing ground: 
There too, my Heloiſe was lifeleſs laid ; 
A ſcene to melt barbarity diſplay'd. 
So the poor lamb, when wandering far away, 
A tyger' s unſuſpeRing eaſy prey, 
In yain ſhe bleats her agonizing cries ! 
He gripes her faſt, and as he ſmiles, ſhe dies. 
Why did not Heaven its loudeſt thunders roll, 
And ſtrike the mean barbarian to the ſoul? 
Hold, hold, my heart! —ah! think 'twas Hea - 
ven 's decree : p 
Should Heaven have chang'd its tigh awards for 
: thee ? 
I charge thee, Heloiſe, diſpel thy tears, 
Smile on the paſt, and chaſe your tender fears ; 
An hour may come, when I ſhall view thoſe 
Tharras, 
And once again may claſp thee in my arms, 
A thought, alas! embitters ſtill my mind : 
Ah! cruel deed | fer wilt thou then be kind? 
I can no more with love's warm tranſports haſte, 
Melt in your arms, and claſp thy yielding waiſt : 
Perhaps ſome youth, whom nature deigns to grace 
With lively wit, and elegance of face, 
May chaſe'ſad Abelard's neglected frame, 
Poom'd ! = doom'd to wander in eternal ſhame ! 
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Forgive the ravings of a mind diſtreſt! 

Forgive the tranſport of a feeling brat t * 

I need not aſk it, tis already given; | 

She ſmiles my pardon, and her ſmile is heaven 

When fancy roves en joys that now are fled, 

And raptur'd bliſs that is for ever dead, 

Think of it — as a viſionary dream, 

Where things deceiving, are not what they ſeem. 
Farewel, my Heloiſe ! thy load ſuſtain ! 

Pray to thy God, nor Abelard diſdain ! 

Tho' banifh'd, think he loves thee more and mores 

Keep this idea — yet thy God adore | 

Then may ſome bard, in pity to our woe, 

Feel in his breaſt a ſoft compaſſion glow, 

May thus inſcribe our ſolitary tomb ; | 

« In this cold marble, ſnatch'd by N doom, 

«© Here ABELARD @nd HELOISA ref: 

« They die united — tho" they liv d diſtreſt ! 
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